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To the Right Honourable 


© HARLE 8. 
Lord HALLIFAX. 


FI Das have the Vene K e 
Merit of Dedicating this Taagezpy, 
I ſhould here take an Opportunity | 
of telling You, that I am, in This, a” 7 
1 to make the beſt, and ons 

"ly Return I am capable of, for al 

thoſe Marks of exceeding Goodnefs and Humanity, i 
which I have ſtill had the Honour to meet with 

from Your Lordſhip. But ſince the Matter is quite 
otherwiſe, ſince it is highly to my Advautage to 
ſhelter my ſelf under fo great a Name; fince I have 
done my ſelf fo much Honour by it; I am bound 
to own, with all the Gratitude I am capable of, that 

Your Lordſhip's Patronage is a new, and will be 

a laſting Obligation upon me. | 

Moſt kinds of Poetry, bat eſpecially Ta übe, | 
come into the World now. like Children born un- 
der il Stars; ; a general Indifference, or rather Piſ- 

1 - 5 5 


* 
ing 8 TICKS ine a r 3 
* anc after having uſtledthrp? ill Uſage, and a ſnhort 

Life, they ſleep Wd are forgotten. Ibe Reli of 
Things of this kind is certainly. very much alter 
Ac what it was ſome time ſince; and tho”. I won't 
preſume to cenſure other Peoples Pteaſures, and 
preſeribe to the various Taſtes of Mankind; yet 1 
will take the Liberty to ſay, that thoſe Who corn, 
to be entertain'd like their Fore-F athers, will hardly 
2 ſo . reaſonable a Diverſion in the Room of # 

MN ey have laid aſide. I could-with there 

much Reaſon as there is to attribute 

this Chan of Inclinations, to a Diſeſteemof Learn- 

ing it ſelf. Too many Pepple are apt to think, that 

Books are not neceſſary to the finiſhing the Chara- 

Ger of a fine Gentleman; and are therefore eaſily 

drawn to deſpiſe what they know pothing of. * 

my Lord among all theſe een Hin houghts, it 

is ſtill ** 4 the Muſt ink-there are 
-/ ſome wen of too delicate Var erſtandings to give in 
ta the Taſtes of a deprav'd Age; Men tlat have not 

| 5 the Power, but the Will, to protect thoſe Arts 
Which they love, becauſe they are Male of em. 
4 would, be very eaſie for me to ——.— 
thoſe few, after the moſt advan us Man- 

6 ut all Men of common Senſe have con- 
eu d in doing it already, and there is no need of 


| Z a Panegyrick. 


I could be almoſt tempted to expoſtulate with- 
the reſt of the World (for I, am, ſure. there is no 
Occaſiqn to make an Apology: to ent Lordſhip) 
in Defence of Poetry. I am far from thinking of 
a good Poe, as the Szoicks did of their, Wiſe-man, . 
that. he Was ſufficient. for every thing, could be eve- 
fy. thing: and excel in every thing, as he pleas' d; 
yet due (AY be allow'd 0 1 that, that Bright- 
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* The Dedication... 

neſs, Quickneſs, that Strength and Greatneſs of 
Thinking, which is requir'd in any of the nobler 
| raiſe a Man to an uncom- 


mon Difineliog in 4e Profeffon or Buſineſs, that 
has 4 Relatibn to god Senſe and Underſtanding. 


One modern Inſtance can at leaſt be given, where 


the ſame Genius, that ſhone in Poetry, was found 

equal to the firſt Employments of the State; and 

where the ſame NM 1 55 by his Virtue and Wiſ- 
1. to, 


Zern wand and inſtrumental in the 
Safety and Happineſs of his native Country, had 
been equally ornamental to it in his Wit. 


This is what I could not help ſaying, for the Ho- 
nour of an Art which has been formerly the Favou 

rite of the greateſt Men. Not that it wants a Re- 
commendation to Your Dordſhip, who have always 
been a conſtant and generous Protector of it. This in- 
deed would be much more properly ſaid to the World 


and when I have told em hat Men bave equally 
orn'd it, and been adorn'd by lit, I mightnot un- 


tly apply to em, what Horace ſaid to the P:ſo's ; 
„„ * 5 . 5 — 1 
Sit tibi Muſa Lyre ſolers & Cantor Apollo. 
For my own inconfiderablePretenſions to Verſe; 


I ſhall, I confeſs, think better even. of them, than 1 
have ever yet done, if they ſhall afford me the Ho- 
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nour to be always thought. 
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This Man talks Politicks, 


PROLOGUE. 


s 


| Spoken by Mr. Betterton. | 


INCE 25 your fam 4 N Rabe wits contrary; 
8 Tos from their Pleaſures, as their 1272 vary 5 


What Art, what Method, jhall the Poet find; 


To hit the Taſte of each fanta,Fick And? - | 
Legions of Joys your wand ring Fancies lead, 


Lite Summer Flies, which in the Shambles breed ; f 
Fach Near gow ſwarm anew, and to the la ſucceed. a 


Time was, W 


en Fools by Fellowſhip were known; 
But now they | 


ay; aud þ in this \poputbons Town 


Fach Coxcomb has a Fo lly of his 0W7. 


Some dreſi, ſome Rue. ome play; not to forget + 
war Piquet Parties, and'your dear Baſſet.  * 


Some Praiſe, ſome Rail, ſoms Bow, and Re Faces; 3 


Tour Country Squires hunt Foxes, your Court, Places. 
Ihe City too fills up the various Scene, 


Where Fools lay a Br 2 and where Wiſe Men win. 


One rails at Czlia for a late Miſchance, 


One grumbles and eries up the Pow'r of France. 
and that takes Pills; 


| One Cures his own, ad one the Nation's 1113. | 
15 5 Now Filing, and the Charms of Sing- Song, win Je; 


SEE. 
2 gl 


Harmonious Peg and warbling Valentini. 
: 4 
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As to your Drinling but ſor that we ſpare it, 5 

Nor with your other vile Delights compare it, : 

There's 1 more than Sound, there's Senſe in * 

- BE 4 CEE ES > | 3 

Mean while neglefled Verſe, in long Diſgrace, | 

Amongſt your many Pleaſures finds no Place; 

The virtuous Laws of common Senſe forſwearing, . 
You damn us like packs Juries, without hearing. Mi 
Each puny Whipſter here, is Wit enough, E 2 „ 


With ſcornful Airs, and ſupercilious Snuff, 

To ery, This Tragedy's ſuch damn'd grave Stuff. 
But now we hope more equal Judges come, | 
Since Flanders ſends the generous Warriors home: 


Tou that have fought for Liberty and Laws, | 
Whoſt Valour the proud Gallick Tyrant awes, E 
Join to aſſert the ſinking "Muſes Cauſe, | 
Since the ſame Flame, by different Ways expreſid, » 


Glows. in the Hero's and the Poet's Breaſt , | 
The ſame great Thoughts that rouſe yow to the Fight 
Inſpire the Muſe, and bid the Poet write, 
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| As L. look to, tho not quite. ſa: good ;.: KIT ut 


- The Doctrine, tho a little out of. Faſhion, 


Would, for his Spouſe, 


; Ner ſhoyld you ſcorn the Wegkneſs of the Teacher, 
The 2 ft Man is not the ableſt Preacher. 2 
. Ev'n we, poor Women, have ſometimes the Pow'r, © 
©: Read as yon are, and rich in Learning s Store, 


Spoken by Mrs. Pu, 5 Hh 
_ ated cones, 


2E Buſoneſs w oa Dok Seb 4 now. Lone: thre. 
uit the. Saint, and ans like one of go . 4 5 


I bate in Spirit, but: keep my. lat and Blood. . 
The Moral of this Play being rightly ſcann'd, 

B, He that leaves his nown dear Wife is damn d. 
I leave to you to make the Application: 


May be of uſe in this ſame ſinſul Nation. 

What think you of ti Matter ?. Which of yon 
like my the Turtle do? 
When Wealth and Beautycboth. az once importune, 
Who would not leave Tis Waſe, nale his Fortune? 
To o fome, JI know, it may appear but odly, 
That this Place, of all others, ſhould turn godly : 
But what of that? Since ſome good Souls there are, 
Would gladly be inſtructed any where ; | 


To ' reach yo Men what yo ne er knew before, 


$4 yo * bs 3 * 4 
To 10 Enthuf brit EDI ne 0 
Nor foam, nor att Ten ROW out of Zeal: 
But tho' we don't pretend to Inſpir ation, 
Tet, like the Prophets of 4. Neighbour Nation, 
Our Teaching chiefly 20 in' AGITATION. 
Perhaps, in 9 ary P62 ara Ik 5 Brains. 1 
Our. b h ave 5 177 Pain: 2 
55 that . ve ſupp d, 125 te fe into Drakes. 5 
Some ſweeter Matters will employ your Thinking ; 
With Nymphs Divine, writ on each Glaſs before Yes. 
You'll be but little better. for our Story. 
* wo! the. parting Hour, tho late, will come, N 
all of you, at leaſt as I preſume, > 
2 find ſome kind, inſtructius She; at hm., 
Then Curtain Lectures will, I hope, be read, 7 
Thoſe Morals then, which from your Thoughts ver hu 
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s Perlone. 
| Hengift, Kin ARR Ros to 1 


the firſt rk A TAE . U 
Aribert, his , 2 Bagh Ty 380207 
Offs, a Saxos Prince. 


| *. 5644 firſt Miniter and rome 
do the King. 


1 cee Friend to u, 4 "Me. Keen, 
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5 Mr. Mil 2. 


Eabel, 6 Bri > Lady, prime bo 


rin, Officers, aden 2 ond her Attendants. 


SCENE in Kent, about Twenty. Tears 
_ #fter the mut Invaſion, Britain 2 the 
Saxons. 
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| Royal Conse, ; 


lh. eine. otitis. 


. "ACT. 1. "SCENE. T4 
SCENE, . 

5 Ari == och ate, Dok 2 s © 

dor Loves have known, | 


So ſtill to be deſired; fo ever new, 
Nor by Fruition pall'd, nor per 
— — hy abſence. 1 
Whate'er the Poets dreamt of their Elyſium, 
Or what the Saints believe of the firſt Paradiſe, 
"When Nature was not yet deform'd by Winter, 
Bag one perpetual Beauty crown'd the Year, © 
Such have we found em ftill, ſtill; ſtill the fame. - 
Of. Such grant, kind Heaven 5 their Courſes | to be 
for ever! | 


: 
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The Roa! Convert. , 


| young, > | 
Thou lovd'ſt thy fels, by u wert wont to judge 
Of Time, of Love, of Abfetice and Impatience. 

What ! fix long Days and never write nor ends, 

- Tho'. Adeimur an en wald 

. Were left behind, e il vt Roth #3. 

How, Erhelinda-! how haſt thou forgot me! 

8%. Perhaps I err; but ir the Pain be ſuch, 

iS &% ny is the Faiz One, "who alone en eaſe itt... 

Ne uus tap divided-rem your longing ——ů— 

KK were better ne er to part, than thus to mourn. 
A4. 50h ofwald:! is there not a fatal Cauſe ? 2 

Thou know'ſt my Ethelinda— 5 


_ Ofw. Is a 5 
„A Name by Saxons, and ner God MY 
To me her differing Faith imports- No 


| Tia true indeed, bred to my Country's Medes, 
„I worſhip as my Fathers did before . 
VUnpractis d in Diſputes, and v ing 8 OM. | 
1 ſeek no farther Knowledge, and ſo keep®.- © - 
My Mind at Peace, nor know. the Pain of doubting; 7 
What others think I judge not of too nicely, 88 
But hold, all honeſt Men are in the right. 
Ati. Then know yet more; formp whole bean Mine, 
En alk my ſecret: Soul: I ama Chriſtian. hk 
'Tis wonderful to tell; for oh, my. ings. i 
| Elite'd to the Charmer of wy — 4 


* 5 * R nn 
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"The Radovan: 
Still, as the Night that fled away, I ſate, 
I heard her with an Eloquence diyine, 
Reaſon of holy and myſterious Truths ; * 80 

Of Heav'n's moſt righteous Doom, of Man' cfnjuttce: 
Of Laws to. curb the Will, and bind the Paſſions; I 
Of Life, of Death, and Immortality; n 1 
Of gnaſhing Fiends beneath, and Pains Riem; 2 
Of ſtarry Fhrones, and endleſs Joys above. e og 
My very Soul was aw'd, was ſhook within me:; 
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Some fe I heard diſtin,” I aw moſt plain, C0 ON. 

Some Angel; in my Ethelinda's Form, 1 

Point out my Way | to everlaſting Happineſs 49 17 1 
Oſw. "Tis wonderful indeed; and yet great Souls, a 

By Nature half divine, ſoar to the n 


And hold a near Acquaintance with the Gods. 


And oh, my Prince, when I ſurvey thy Vinue,, _—_ 


I own the Seal of Heav'n imprinted on thee ; 

L ſtand convine d that good and holy Powers. uh 
Inſpire and take Delight to dwell within ther. 
Yet Crowds will till believe, and Prieſts will teach, SD. 
As wandring Fancy, and as Int'reſt leads. 1 
How will the King and our fierce Saxon Chiefs 4.—3 5 
Approve this Bride and Faith? 128 Royal Hengifty, % PS 

Thy Father, liv'd !— wi 
Ari. Tis on that Rock we . "TIF; 0 
Thou bring ſt his dreadful Image to my Thoughts, 125 "2 

And now he ffands before me, ſtormy, fierce, 15 55 1 
Imperious, unrelenting, and to Death ©. 
Tenacious of his Purpoſe once reſolv' Re ta . 
Juſt ſuch he ſeems, as when ſevere and frowning 5 
He fore d the King, my Brother, and my * 1 65 503 
To kneel and ſwear at Woden's cruel Altar, 4 6. ps 


* LO Is 4 
Firſt, never to forgo, our Country 8 God 85 „ wn 1 
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If it x wers eie se cer wad. 8 
Never to chuſe a Wife among the Chrfians. 
' Ofw, Have you not fail'd in FOG *.. 

Ari. "Tis true, I have; + La 55 ; 

But for a Cauſe ſo juſt, ſo worthy of me, Cle 

That not t have fail'd in both, had been thave fail'd; 
| Yes, Ofwald, by the conſcious J udge within, | 

So do I ſtand acquitted to my felf, 


And to the World avow my Love and Faith. 
IE Of. I dare not, nay tis fare I cannot blame yout. 
15 You are the ſecret Worſhip of my Soul, | 
IS To me ſo perfect, that you cannot err. 
But ob l my Prince, let me conjure you now, 
| By that moſt faithful Service I've ftill paid you, 

By Love, and by the gentle Erhelinda, ; 
he cautious of your Danger, reſt i in Silence. 


Ambreßus arms, and calls us forth to Battel, 
Demanding back the fruitful Fields of Kent, 
y Vortigern to Royal Hengift givn; 5 
A mean Reward for all thoſe Saxon Lives. © © 
Were loſt, in propping Brizain's ſinking State. 'Y 
 Ofw. The War with Britain is a diſtant e 
Nor t6 be weigh'd with our domeſtick Fears. 
Young Off, chief among our Saxon Princes, 
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That were ot rar dem Danger, * . 


| In holy Matters, Zeal may be your Guide, 8 
And lift you on her fuming Wings to ; 
; But here on Earth truſt Reaſon, and be ſafe. _ 

| Ari. Tis true, the preſent angry Face of Things 

; | Beſpeaks our cooleſt, Thoughts: The Briziſh Te. | 
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©  The®Rojll Convert. 
From Northern Jutland, and the Banks of Elbe, 
With twice ten thouſand Warriors to his Aid, 
Frowns on our Court, complains aloud of TR 
And wears a publick Face of Diſconten. 
Ari. "Tis faid he is offended, that the King 
Delays to wed his Siſter. 
oſw. "Twas agreed, 
Twas made the firſt Condition of their Friendſhip; 
And ſworn with all the Pomp of Prieſts and Altars, 
That beauteous Rodogane ſhou'd be our Queen: 


Then wherefore this Defly ? The Time was fix d, 


The Feaſt was bid, and Mirth proclaim d to all; 


The Croud grew jovial with the hopes of Holy-days, . 


And each, according to our Country's Manner, 
Provok'd his Fellow with a friendly Bowl. 
And bleſs' d the Royal Pair; when on the Morn, 


The very Morn that 8 have ioin d their Hands. | 


The King IOrbad the Rites, 

Ari 4. Two Days are paſt, 
Nor has my Brother yet diſclos'd the Cauſe. | 
Laſt Night, at parting from him, he ſtopt ſhort, 


Then catch'd my Hand, and with a troubled Accent, 5 92 
With Words that ſpoke like ſecret Shame and Sorrow, a | 


He told me he had ſomething to impart, 
And with'd that 4 would wait him in the Moz 


Oſw. But ſee, Prince Offa and his beauteous Siſter? ej 


The King's moſt favoyr'd ad old Seofride, 
Is with 'em too. 


Ari. Retire; I would not meet em. 
That Princeſs, Ofwald, is'gteem'd'a Wonder. 


To me ſhe ſeems moſt fair; . od 


Do'ft thou not mark? there is I know not what 
Of ſullen and ſevere, of fiexce and haughty, 
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* The 20h. mY "i 
That pleaſes not, but awes; I gare aſtoniſſid, 5 / 

And Fear prevents Defire, == So Men wrentble; - \ 
; 


„When Light ning ſhoots: D ae one" tang A 25 
It ſhines, tis true, and gilds ere p T f 


| 4 But an * bie —— J 
| 1 [Exenne Aribert and. Ofwald. 

fl A Ear Offa,. on Seoftid, and Attendant. * 5 
— Offa., By Wedeny: no! I will not think he meant it; hk | 
_ Revenge had elſe been; ſwift, —— . So, high 4 hold, J 
| The Honour of a Soldier and 3. King, . is 8 


I vo not think your Maſter meant to, wong mec; 1 
_ Let him beware, however! jealous Friendſhip, _ - 

| | And re tender Fame, can brook mg: ws | 
1 What in a Foe I pardon, or deſpiſe, 

Is deadly from a Friend, and ſo to bester. 


| + 
1 Seof. Whatever Fame on ancient Seer. * 245 | 
of Brother's Love, or Celebraicd; Tizi web ; 

1 Whoſe. Faith, in Perils oft, and oft in Death, | 


Severely had been try; d, and never broke, 1 5 a = 
Such is the Truth, and. ſuch the grateful Mind | | 
Of Royal Hengift to the Princely fs. 

Nor You, fair Minggin fr own. 1. 2 Troubles 


| — 10 ener, N 
If watchful Contcits, and if Cue, Which wi 
On Kings, the Nurſing-Fathers of their People, | 
With-hold a while the Monarch from your Arms. X 


Rods. When fierce Ambroſpus leads the Britains -_ 
Thunders in Arms, - and. ſhakes the duſty. Field, FRY 
It ſuits thy. wary Maſter's 8 Caution, Well TE en ; Ti | 
To fit with dreaming hoary Heads, at Council; #oTr 

- And waſte the, Midnight Taper 1 in Debates 

But let him Kill be wile, conſult; his Safety, 5 | D 


1 


— 1 * 4 mug; - 


| = 7 5 Roya en 


Has ſtept between, and daſh d the publick Joy. 


. Fo t 


ARd trouble me no more. Does he ſend mee 
Vich Tales of dull Reſpect, and faint Excuſes 2 | A. 
Fell him he might have ſpar d the formal Meſſage, 

Till ſome. Kind: Friend had told him how I languiſſi d, 

How like a Turtle I bemoan'd his Abſence. * ' 4 
Seof. Pardon, fait Excellence, if falt ring Age 

Prophanes the Paſſion I was bid to paint, 

And drops the Tale imperfect from my . | 

But Lovers beſt can plead their Cauſe themſelves ; 

And ſee, your Slave, the King, my Maſter, comes, 

To move your gentle Heart with faitfftul Vows, 

And pay his humble Homage at Nn Feet. * & 


Enter 2 King, Gnards, and 1 Ae en 


EKing. But that F truſt not to chat Babbfer, Ss - | 14 | 
Who, careleſs. of the. Majeſty of Kings ö 7 


a 4 1 N > 


dcatters leyd Lies among the .Croud, and wins 1 
The eaſie Ideots to believe in Monſters, 3 
I ſhould-have much to A yu * my Brothers. 


I ſtand accus d- 


Offa. How, Six? „1 RYE 2. EP 
King. So ſpealivReport,' | 14h ies 1 
As wanting to my Honour, and my Friend; E 


By you I ſtand accus de. 
Offa. Now by our Friendddo,. 2 
If that be yet an Oath, reſolve me, Hob 45 


Whence are theſe Doubts berween. ua whence this 


Coldneſs 2 _._ 
Say thou, who know ; what ſudden ſevret ee 


Thou call'ſt me Brother; wherefore wait the Prieſts, 
And ſuffer Hymen's holy: Fires to languiſn :; 
What hinders but that now the Rites beginn 
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20/ 8 8 e Sve ert 
That now we loſe M Thoughts of paſt Diſpleaſure, ® 
And in the Temple tie the ſacred Knot + 
Of Love and Friendſhip to endure for ever? « 
1 - King, What hinders it indeed, but that wlüch makes 
This medly War within ? but that which cauſes 
This Sickneſs of the Soul, and weighs her down 
With more than mortal Cares? 
— Y offa. What ſhall I call . 
I - his ſecret gloomy Grief, that hides its Head,” 
And loves to lurk in Shades? Have royal * 
1 - Such Thoughts # ſhun the Days? 
1 BM " King. Urge me no farther, . 
1 But, like a Friend, be willing not to know 
— 14 What to reveal would give thy Friend a Pain. 
9 ++ Be ſtill the Parfner of my Heart, and ſhare 
1 In Arms and Glory with me; but oh! leave. 

Leave me alone to ſtruggle thro' one Thought, 
© One ſecret anxious Pang that jars within me, 
E That makes me act a Madman's Part before thee, 
And talk Confufion—if thou art my Friend, 
Thou haft heard me, and be ſatisfy'd—if e. 

I have too much deſcended from my ſelf 
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To make the mean —— reſt we here. 4 
[ ö Rods. No 1-— there needs no more; 5 | | | 
= For I would ſpare thee the unready Tale. - 


Know, faithleſs King, I give thee back thy Vows, N 
And bid thee fin ſecure, be ſafely perjur d. = 


a & Since if our Gods behold thee- with my Eyes, 
IE - Their Thunder ſhall be kept for nobler Vengeance, 
And what they ſcorn, like me, they (hall forgive: - 
þ | King. When Anger lightens in the fair One's OW 
nn La UN we bow, as to offended Heav'n, | 


—_ 


With blind Obedience, and ſubmiſſive Worſhip; - 
r with too curious Boldneſs raſhly reaſon  < 3 
up is juſt or unjuſt, ſuch high Pow'r _ 6 
Is to its elf a Rule, and cannot err. 
Yet this may be permitted me to ſpeak, 
Howe er the preſent Circumſtance reproach me, 
Yet ſtil my Heart avows your TE s Pow't, 
My Eyes confeſs you Fair.— 1154 
Rodo. Whate'er I am | 
Is of my ſelf, by native Worth exiting,” 
Secure, and independent of thy Praiſe; _ 
Nor let it ſeem too proud a Boaſt, if Minds - 
By Nature great, are conſcious of their Greatneſs, 
And hold it mean to borrow ought from Fltiery: 
King. You are offended, . 
Rodo. Hengiſt, no. 
Perhaps thou think ſt this generous Indignation. 
That bluſhing burns upon my glowing Check, 
And ſparkles in my Eyes, a Woman's Weakneſs, 
The Malice of a poor forſaken Maid. 
Who rails at faithleſs Man—Miſtaken Monarch 
For know e' en from the firſt, my Soul diſdain d thee; by 
Nor am! left by thee, but thougby me. _. 
So was thy Falſhood to my Will fableryient, - „ 
| And by my Purpoſe bound; thus Man, tho' limited 
By Fate, may vainly think Yi? Actions free, 
While all he does, was at his Hour of Birth, I 
Or by his Gods, or potent Stars ordain d. = 
_ Offa. No more, my Siſter : Let the Gown-Men talks 9 
And mark out Right and Wrong in noiſie Courts; 1 
While the Brave find a nearer way to Juſtice,  -/ Y 
They hold themſelves the Ballance and the Sword, 
And ſuffer Wrong from none. Tis much beneath me, 


To 


To aſk again the Debt you owe to Honour; 1 
So that be ſatisfy d, we ſtill are Friends, 4 

And Brothers of the War. But mark me, nin, 
I am not us'd to wait; and if this. Day 2 

Paſs unregarded as the former two, * : 

Soon as to Morrow 3 ö erg | 
King. Where? 5 7 Ape h 
Offs. Anm d in the Field . e ES 
Seof. Beſeech you, Sir, be calm, [Tos 4.4 Ling 

The valiant Prince — . 
Offa. Tho' I could wiſh it otherwiſe. 

And fince the Honour. of the Saxon Name, 

And Empire here in Britain, reſts upon*thee, © 
Beneve me, I Would ſtill be found thy Friend. 

1 [Exeunt Offa, Rodogune, and Attendant. 
_ King. No, I renounce that Friendfhip; perith too, 
| Periſh that Name and Empire both for ever; 
What are the Kingdoms of the peopled Earth, : 
What are their Purple, and their Crowns to me, 78 
If I am curſt within, and want that Peace Shiny 
Which every Slave enjoys? 33 

Seef. My Royal Maſter, © 

It racks my aged Het to ſee you chus; 
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| But oh! what Aid, what Counſel can I bring you, | 

F a When all yon Eaſtern Down, ev'n to the Surge - \ 
1} bt That bellowing beats on Dover's chalky Cliff, [ 
Wich creſted Helmets thick embattel'd ſhines; _ ( 

k 4 With theſe your Friends, what are you but the | great. 

FE A 4.4: 02 1 
_ With theſe your Poe Oh! let melofe chat Thought, f 
1 And rather think I ſee you Britain's King: 
Ambroſtns vanquiſh'd, and the fartheſt Pj#s ; 

"NET to your r tho” the fame Scene f 
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Plac d on your' Throne; and Partner of your Bed. © 


+ King. What ſhould P butter Beauty for Ambition, _ 


-Foffake' my Heay'n of Love to reign in Hell ? 
Take a Domeſtick Fury to my Breaſt, * 


And never know one Hour of Peace again? £263 SER 
Sfateman Thou reaſon ſt ill. By mighty Thor, 
Who wields the Thunder I willmthet chuſe 

To meet Meir Fury. Let em come together, 
Young Off and Ambroſius. Fho' my Date 
Of mortal Life be ſhort, it ſhall be glorious, 
Each Minute ſhall be rich in ſome great Action, 
Tos ſpeak the King, che Hero, and the Nor. | 
Seo. The Hero and the Kingareglorious Names ; ” 
But oh! my Maſter, wherefore is the:L:over 2 | 
In Honour's Name remember what you are, 
Break from the Bondage of this feeble Paſſion, _ 
And urge your way to Glory: Leave with Scorn 


pd 


Unmanly Pleaſures to unmanly Minds 5 
And thro' the rough, the thorny Paths of Danger, 
Aſpire to Virtue, and immortal Greatneſe. 
King. Hence with * hungry, dull, untimely M6- 
„ | 


The fond deluding Sophiſtry'of: Schools. 
Who would be Great, but to be happy . 0 
And yet ſuch-Ideots ate we, to exchange 8 cn: 
Our Peace and Pleafure/forgthe Trifle Glory; 

What is the Monarch, mighty, rieh [dog 2. 0 
What? but the tommon Victim of the State: 

Born to grow old in Cares, to waſte 1 

And ſtill be wretched for the publick Good. 

So by the Priefts the nobleſt of che _ 

ws to 3 angry Gods deſgu d: n 


And while the meaner fort from Death are — 
The mighty Bull, that wont the Herd to 8 2 . 
x4 — for fatal Excellence to bleed. 
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ACT II emmy 3 


Enter the King and Seofrid. 


TO more of theſe unneceſſary Doubts :' 
"Thy cold, thy cautious _ od 2 
anxious, 


Thy Fear are unauſpicious w my ate, 
And chill the native Ardour of my Soul. N 
This ſullen cloudy Sky chat bodes a Storm 
Shall clear, and every Danger fleet away; 
Our Saxons ſhall forget che preſent Diſcord, Fit 
And urge the Briton with united Arme:; 
Hymen ſhall be aton'd, ſhall join two Hearts 
Agreeing, kind and fitted for each other, 
And Aribert ſhall be the Pledge of Peace. 

Seof. Propitious God of Love, encline his Heart 
To melt before her Eyes, to meet her e 
And yi iſſion to the haughty Maid. 
Thou that. delight'ſt in cruel Wantonneſs, 
To join unequal Necks beneath thy Yoak, 
For once be gentle, and inſpire both Hearts 2 
With mutual Flames, that each may burn alike, 
Oft haſt thou ruin d Kingdoms, fave one yy ft 
And thoſe who curſt thee, parſimonious Age 
And rigid aan Taiſe Altars to thee.” 
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j 2 1 Enter Aribert. . 
> King: But ſee * Canes, and brings our Wiſhes with” 
1 a). | 

t. oh, Aribert! my Soul 55 long acfir F thee, 


Has waited tong for thy Relief, and wanted 335 
To fhare the Burthen which ſhe bears with thee, 
And give thee half her Sorrows. | 

Ari. Give me all, | | 
Ev'n all the Pain you feel, were let my Truth 
Be greatly try d, let there be much to ſuffer, 
To prove how much my willing Heart can bear, 
To eaſe my King, my Brother, and my Friend. 

King. I know thee ever gentle in thy Nature, 
Yielding and kind, and tender in thy Friendſhip, ._- 
And therefore all my Hope of Peace dwells with thee, 
For oh! my Heart has labour'd long with Pain, f 
have endur d the Rage of ſecret Grief, 2 
A Malady that burns and rankles inward, 8 
And wanted ſuch a Hand as thine to heal me. | 
Ari. Speak it, nor wound the Softneſs of my Soul 
With theſe obſcure Complainings ; ſpeak, my Lord. 

King. Firſt then, this fatal Marriage is my Curſe, 
This galling Yoak to which my Neck is doom'd, 
This Bride—ſhe is my Plague—ſhe haunts my Dreams, 
Invades the ſofter ſilent Hour of Reſt, | 
And breaks the balmy Slumber. Night grows tedious | 
She ſeems to lag; and hang her ſable Wing; 
And yet I dread the Dawning of the Morn, 
As if ſome ſcreaming Sprite had ſhriek'd, and call d, 
Hengiſt, ariſe, to Morrow is thy laſt. | 

Ari. A thouſand ſpeaking Griefs are in your Eyes, "0 
To tell the Rack within —I read it plain. . 
I But oh! f * King, what Prophet could have dreamt 
rr 3 KA Turn 
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26 Tube Royal Copoert: - 

A Turn like this? that Beauty ſhould deſtroy, | 
And Love, which ſhould have bleſt you, curſe you moſt. 
King, Oh! wherefore nam 1 __ Love? Can there 

_ be Love, 

wen Choice, the free, the chedefol Voice of Nature, 

{| And Reaſon's deareſt Privilege is wanting? — 
What cruel Laws impoſe a Bride or Bridegroom, 

On any Brute but Man? Obſerve the Beaſts, 

And mark the feather'd Kind; does not the Turtle, 
When Vena and the coming Spring incite him, 

_ Chuſc out his Mate himſelf, and love her moſt, 

-Becauſe he likes her beſt? But Kings muſt wed, 

. Curſe on the hard Condition of their Royalty ! - 

Thar ſordid Slaves may ſweat and eat- in Peace. 

Ari. Tis hard e Would ſhe had nevercome, 
This | 
> King. So would I!—but ar 8 
Ari. Ay! now what Remedy? e 
When to refuſe the Saxon Offa's iter, | 
Shan ſhake your Throne, and make the Name of Hen- 

E The ons the arion Name of Wong, 

Grow vile and mean in Britain. 

- King. Yes, my Brother, 
There is a Remedy, and only one. 
Pzhis proud 1 imperious Fair, whoſe haughty Sout 
Diſdains the humble Monarchs of the Earth, 
Who, ſoars elate, affects to tread the Stars, 
And ſcornus to mingle but with thoſe above, n 
En ſhe, with all that Majeſty and A 16 Zo 
The proudeſt and the faireſt of her Sex,. . 2 | e 5 
She has the Paſſions of a very Woman. 2; 
And doats on thee, my — . 
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The Aga? Corners. 
What means my Pre! 2 [impoſſible 1 

King, Tü true; 
As true, as that my Happincs depends 
Upon her Love to thee. My faithful Seofrid | 
Has pierc'd into her very inmoſt Heart, 


And found thee reigning there. 
Ari. Then all is plain: 


* 
* : . 
27 
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| My ſwelling Heart heaves at hy "OI you do wa; 4 


And wo'not be repreſt. Some Flend from Hell 
Has ſhed his Poiſon in your Royal Breaſt, - 
And ſtung you with the gnawing Canker, Jealouſy. 
But wherefore ſhould I ſeek' for Fiends from Hell, 
And trace the Malice of the Thought from far, 
Since the perfidious Author ſtands coneſt ? 
This Villain has traduC'd me.—— 

 Seof. By the Soul 
Of your victorious Father, Royal OY 
My ever gracious, ever honour'd Maſter, 
Mach have you wrong d your faithful Seofr5d, | 
To think that I would kindle Wrath betwixt you, 
Or ſtrive to break your holy Bond of Brotherhood. 

King. No, Aribert, accuſe him not, nor doubt 
His oft, his welb-try d Faith. But caſt thy Eyes 
Back on thy ſelf; and while T hold the Mirror, 
Survey thy ſelf, the certain Cauſe of Love: ys. 8. 
Survey thy youthful Form, by Nature faſkion'd 
The moſt unerring Pattern of her Skill; 
The Pomp of Lovelineſs ſhe ſpreads all o'er tee; 
And decks thee laviſhly with ev ry Grace, 89229 
That charms in Woman, or commands in Man; 3 
Behold nor wonder then if Crowns are ſcorn d, 


And purple Majeſty looks * hee. 5 = 
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26 The Royal Cunuert. 
Ari. Oh! Whither, whither would you lead 7 And 
. | 
This Prodigality of Wm d Praife ? 4 
Sea. Were you not all my Royal Maſter aid, 
Form'd to enthral the Hearts of the ſoft Ser, 
Yet that ſhe loves is plain, from — . 
Ari. Hence, thou Sycophant ! Kt T 
Seof.- Your Pardon, Sir; it has not been my Office. 
To forge a Tale, or cheat your Ear with Flattery, - 
Nor have I other Meaning than your Service; 
But that the Prince$ loves you is moſt true. 
Emma, the chief, moſt favour'd of her Women, 


The only Partner of her ſecret Soul, 


To me ayow'd her Paſſion; and howeer 2 
Her haughty Looks reſent the King's Delay, 


vet in her Heart with Pleaſure the applauds it, 


And would forego,” tho hard to Womankind, _ 
The Pride, high Place and Dignity of Empire, 
To ſhare an humbler Fate with princely Aribert. 
King. Why doſt thou turn away ? wherefore deform 
| The Grace and Sweetneſs of thy ſmiling Youth, | 
With that ungentle Frown? Art thou not pleas'd 
To ſee the-Tyrant Beauty kneel before thee, 
Diveſted of her Pride, and yield to thee 
Unaſk'd a Prize, for which, like Gracian Helen, . 
The Great Ones of the Earth might ſtrive in Arms, 
And Empires well be loſt? _ 
Ari. Are we not Brothers? 
We are; and Nature form'd us here alike ; "IM 
Save that her partial Hand gave all- the Majeſty. .. 
And Greatneſs to my King, and left me rich f 
Only in Plainnef6, Friendſhip, Truth and Sgt, 
La wonder not our Paſlions © are the fame; 
E514 1 That 


ad 
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The Fogel Gru © 29 


That the fame Objects cauſe our Love and Hate. 


You ſay, you cannot love this WR + on 
Is not my Heart like. our? 
King. Come near, .my Brothers: en 
And while I lean thus fondly on thy Boſom, pi 
I will diſcloſe my inmoſt Soul to thee, 
And ſhew thee ev'ry ſecret Sorrow there. 
I love, my Aribert; I doat to Death: | 
The-raging Flame has touch' dmy Heart, my Brain, 
And Madneſs will enſue. | | 
Ari. Tis moſt unhappy ! 7 28 þ 
But ſay, what Royal Maid, or Saxon Lay 
Or in the Britiſh Court, what fatal Beauty 
oY rival Rodogune's Imperial Charms? © . 
ing. Tis all a Tale of Wonder, tis a Riddle; 
High © on a Throne, and Royal as I am, | 
I want a Slave's Conſent to make me happy. 
Nay more, pofſeſs'd of het I ve, or Love, 
Or ſome Divinity, more ſtrong than Love, 
Forbids my Bliſs, nor have I yet enjoy d her. 
Tho' I have taught my hauglity Heart to bow. 
Tho' lowly as ſhe is, of Birth obſcure, © © 
And of a Race unknown, I oft have offer'd 
- To raife her to my Throne, make her my Queen;: 
Yet ſtill her colder Heart denies my Suit, 
And weeping, ſtill ſhe anſwers, tis in vain. 
Ari. Myſterious all, and dark! Yet ſuch is Love, 
And ſuch the Laws of his fantaſtick Empire. 
The wanton Boy delights to bend the Mighty, 
And ſcoffs at the vain Wiſdom of the Wiſe: 
King. Here in my Palace, in this next Apartment, 
Unknown to all but this my faithful Seofrid, 
The Charmer of my Eyes, my Heart's dear Hope 


B 3. Remains, 


. 


2 * 


YT Ee 


N N . 3 __ th 120 2 bo „ 4 * - — * 
— 3 aid bi In (I — * a "Oe y _ R A r Lu 5 — * 
— 15 . e 9 r I 88 9 * TT nds At RN N * 9 * 
o * 5 = N — 0 1 he x , I * 
* : e wc „ > : : r — 8 e ; ; $ 7 # * 

> * \ EF — 

/ . - * . 
Fa ' . 

1 , 7 

7 * — 


0  - The viel Goole. 
Remains, at once my Captive and. my Queen. | 
An Ha! in your Palace here ln Ed 
King. Ev'n here, my Brother. 8 £ 
But thou, thou bak behold her, for to wee, "WM 5 
1 ii As to my other fel, T miſt. The Cares Ex | 
os Courts, and Tyrant Buſineſs draw me hence, 
Baut Sœe,rid ſhall flay, and to thy Eyes | | 
_ | [The King ſigns to Seofrid, . 4 
. Diſdoſe-the fecret Treaſure! Oh ! my Aribere, | | 
4 4 Thou wo't not wonder what diſtracts my Peace, 
When thou behold'ſ thoſe Eyes. Pity thy Brother, 
And from the Beach lend him thy friendly Hand, 
— Leſt while conflicting with a Sea of Sorrows, 
I. The proud Waves over-bear him, and he periſh.” 
1 Ari. Judge me, uſt Heav'n, and your my nere 
Brother, 
If my own Life be dear to me 35 yours. 
All that my ſcanty Pow'r can give is yours. . ? 
It I am circumſcrib d by Fate, ah! pity me, 
1 That I can do no more; far oh,! my Ring, 
I would be worthy of a Brothers Name, 
4 Would keep up all my Int reſt in your Hs. 
That when I kneel before you (as it ſoon __ | 
May happen that I ſhall) when I fall proſtrate, 
And doubtfully and trembling aſk a Boon. 
The greateſt you can give, or I can aik, | 
I may find Favour in that Day before you, 
And bleſs à Brothers Love, tat bids me live, - * 
King. Talk not of aſking, but command ag Pow r. 
By Thor, the greateſt of our Sax Gods, 
| I-ſwear, the Day that ſees thee: join d to-Rodogume, = 
Shall ſce thee crown'd, and Partner of my Throne. 


Whate er our Arms N ee more in Britain, 
_ A* Thine 
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With Joy to thee, my Aribert, I yield 


Thy baleful Fires blaze o er us like a Comet, 
And threaten Diſcord, Deſolation, Rape, 3 


| He loves you with the beit, the noblet Meaning ; 


And ſave me from Pollution. 


| Aud prove me with Variety of Pains, 


Tune be the Pow'r, nr 5, | 


| The ae Corethe. 


The Wreaths and Trophies ofrthe dufty Ns: 


To thee I leave this nobleſt Ie to ſway, 


And teach the ſtubborn Britains to obey 3 . 


' While from my Cares to Beauty 1 retreat, 5 


Drink deep the luſcious Banquet, and forget | 
That Crowns are : Bang. or chat * are great. 
Exit King. 
| Alas Aribert. 
e ccur 3 Flame 


S 


Ari. on fatal 1 


Emalignant Miſchief Lo d by lage; | 
— muſt 1 wed Rodogune ?——O Miſery t— 


What 1 


Fantaſtick Cruelty of Hoodwink'd Chance 


There is no end of Thought the Labyiinth winds, 
And J am loft for even. Oh! where now, 1 
Where is my Frhelinda now chat dear one, 


That gently us d to breathe the Sounds of Peace, 


Gently as Dews deſcend, or Slumbers creep; vo, 
That us'd to ET WY Wynne Ion, 
And huſh me to a Calm. 155 


er Seofrid and Ethelinds. 


My Thus ſtill to weep, © 
Is to accuſe my Royal Maſter's Truth. 


With HonoOur— 
Ethel, Keep, oh keep him i that Thought, 
me know 


All Miſeries beſide, each nd of Sorrow, b 


„„ Whips, 
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. The Riyal Chair. 
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Whips, Racks and Flames: For 1 was born to ſuffer; 

And when the Meaſure of my Woes is full, 

That Pow'r in whom I truſt will ſet me fre. 
Ari, It cannot be——No, tis Iluſion all. [Seeing her. 

Some mimick Fantom wears the loyely For, ̃ 

Has learnt the Muſick of her Voice; to mock me, 

To ſtrike me dead with Wonder and with Fear. 


_ Ethel, And do 1 ſee thee then! my Lord! my 
 Hribert / 


| What k once-ibre hold thee in my trembling Ame! 


Here jet my Days, and here, 1 28 
I have enough of Life. 


orrows end, 
_ Seof. Ha! What is this? 


But mark a little farther, © 25 . 

__ » Ethel. Keep me here, ** = * 4 
Oh bind me to thy Breaſt, and hold n me all; 5 
For if we ace more, wel ke betete. 71 
It is not td be told what Ruin follows. 8 

Tis more than Death, tis A that we can fear, - 8 
And we — never meet again: * 

Then here, thus folded in each others Ams. Y 
Here, let us here reſolve to die together; 154 
Defie the Malice of our cruel Fate 


And thus preſerve the ſacred Bond inviolalie; - 
Which Heav'n and Love ordain'd to laſt for ever. 
But tis in vain, tis torn, tis broke alread / 


And envious Hell, with its more potent Malice, 7 4 


Has ruin'd and deform! d the beauteous "Wark C 


Heav'n: 
Elſe, wherefore art thou "RR ! Tell me at W 
And ſtrike me to the Heart But tis too ain? n 


I read thy Wrongs—I read the horrid In fl "0 8 
n Ha ! Inceſt, fad ** 504 MA. 
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| Ebel Oh! fordear | ; 
The dreadful impious Sound; 3 1 ſhake with 1 
To hear it nam d. Guard me,, thou gracious Heav: nz · 
Thou that haſt been my ſure Defence till now, | 
Guard me froth Hell, and that its blackeſt Crime. 
Ari. Ves, ye Celeſtial Hoſt, ye Saints ee, 
She is your Care, you Miniſters of Goodneſs. 
For this bad World is leagu'd. with Hell. againſt her,. 
And only you can fave-her—F my ſef,. [To Ethel. 
Er'n 1 am-fwom thy Foe,-I have undone hee. bi: 5, 'T 
My Fondneſs now. betrays: thee to Deſtruction- RY 
Ethel. Then all is bad indeed. Fs b 
Ari. Thou ſeeſt it not. 5 
My heedleſs Tongue has talk d away thy Lite: 
And mik de Minifter of both our Fates, | a 
| man to. Seofrid;» 
Mark with what Joy he 1 the dear Diſcoyg 
And thanks my Folly for the. fatal Secret: 
Mark how already in his working Brain. 
He forms. the well-concerted Scheme of Mifchicf:: 
'Tis fix d, tis done, and both are doom'd. to —— 
And yet there is a Pauſe If Graves are filent, .” 
I And the Dead wake not to moleſt the Living,.. | = 
Ide Death thy Portion—die, and with thee die -- 
Ihe Knowledge of our Love. | $ 
Aribert catches hold of Seofrid with one Hand, N 
the other draws bis Sword, and holds it to his na. 


us 


® Seof. What means my Lord ?— — 
_ Ethel. On Dads for. Mercy" s fake reftrain thy Hand- 1 
Edin his Hawd: '—} 
Blotnovthy 8 -guiltleſs Blood. 
What would. thy raſh, thy frantick Rage intend 75 
Ari. * Safety and my. own; — 
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po Than to behold-my Royal Maſter's Sow! „ 


Oh Prince, oh wherefore burn 'your Eyes, and Why, 
Way is your ſweeteſt Temper turn'd to Fury ? . 
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Ebel Tas em to nyt pi e 
pd d co bene, 


Stoß. Has then my 


Lift up his armed Hand againſt my Life? 


Ari. W ay and heard, and known too 
much; 


| Haſt pry'd into he en e 


And found the certain Means of my undoing. 
Seof. Where is the Merit af my former Life, 
The try'd Experience of my faithful Years! _ -. 


Are they forgot, and can I be that Villain! 


Ari. Thou wert my Father's old, his faithful Servant, 
Seof. Now by thy Life, our Empire's other Hope, 


O Royal Youth, I {wear my Heart bleeds for thee: 
Nor 


Object of thy fond Deſire, 

This 100 y weeping Fair, be dearer to ee, | 
Than thou art to thy faithful Seofrid. 
I faw thy Love, I heard thy tender Sorrows, 3; | 
With ſomewhat like an anxious Father's Pity, . 


With Cares, and with. 4-thouſand F TEAS for her, | ; 
Ari. What l 1s it poſſible! | 

Seof. Of all the Names 1 6 
Religion knows, point the moſt: d om, r 
And let me ſwear by that. J] 
* Ari. I would believe thee. , 


Forgive the Madneſs of my ft Deſpair, net on? 
| [Letting fall bu Sword. 
And if thou haſt Compaſiion, ſhew it now; | 
Be now that Friend, be · now that Father to me, 
Be now that Guardian Angel which I want. 
Have vor on my * and ſave my Love. . 
Seof. 


8 2 * * = a 1 * _— „„ = 
. 4 , R 1 > * A gt 6h * a 
b " e 18 * O 4 9 2 N 
99 , Wor GY INES 12 r * „ Fe 1 ** © FTIR 
P . 7 N 
- 7 F v7 * * 2 7 "4 FC 
, : — 


OY FP 3 
| 5 . Fick then, to ftay theſe ſudden Guts of Pellion 
That hurry yon from Reaſon, reſt aſſur d ** WO 
The Secret of your Love lives with me only. 
The Dangers ate not ſmall that ſeem to threaten you > 
Vet, would you truſt you to your old Man's Care. 
| I durſt be bold to warrant yet your Safety. 8 
Ari. Perhaps the ruling Hand of Heav'n is in it; 
And working thus unſeen by ſecond Cauſes, 
Ordains thee for its Inſtrument of Good, 
To me, and to my Love. Then be it ſo, 
1 truſt thee with my Life; but oh! yet more, 
I truſt thee with a Treaſure that tranſcends 
To infinite Degrees the Life of Aribert; 
. I truſt thee with the Partner of my Soul, | | 
My Wife, the kindeſt, deareſt, and the , _— 
That ever wore the Name: 1 1 
Seof. Now Bleflings on yo. i ,” 
May Peace of Mind and mutual Joys atten 
To crown your fait Affections. May the Sorrows, 
That op t heavy on you, paſs away, | X 
And a long Train of ſiniling Years fuccted, 33 
To pay you for the paſt. | 


Ari. It was my Chance, | 
On that diſtinguiſh'd Day when rakint FIRE 
A Name renown'd among the Britiſh Chiefs, 
| Fell by the Swords of our victorious Saxons, 
„To reſcue. this his Daughter from the Violence 
Of the fierce Soldiers Rage. Nor need I tell thee, 
4. | For thou thy ſelf behold'ſt her, that I loy'd her, 
| Lov'd her and was beloy'd ; our meeting Hearts: © © 
' Conſented ſoon, and Marriage-made us one. 
Her holy Faith and Chriſtian Croſs, oppos d 


Againſt the Saxon x Gods * with the he Memory 5 
Of 
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36 . The Roar C fe WH 
| Of the dread King my Father's fierce Command, 
rg d me to ſeek my Ezhelinda's Safety 
And hide her from the World. Juſt to my Wiſh, 7 
Beneath the friendly Covert of a Wood. 
Cloſe by whoſe Side the filyer Medway ran, 

1 found a little pleaſant, lonely Cottage, 

A Manſion fit for Innocence and Love, 

Had but a Guard. of Angels dwelt around it 


To keep off Violence But forc'd from tnence 


By whom betray'd——Why 1 behold her here 
There I am loſt——. _ | 
Ethel. There my fad Part begins. 


— 


; 5 It was the ſecond Morn ſince thou hadſt left me, 
When through the Wood I took my uſual Way, 


To ſeek the Coolneſs of the well-ſpread Shade 

That overlooks the Flood. On a ſear Brancit. 
Low bendjgg to the Bank, I fate me down, 
Muſing ſtill; my Hand fuſtain'd my Head, 

My Eyes were fix'd upon the paſling Stream, | 
And all my Thoughts were bent on Heav'n and thee. 


| : When fudden through the Woods a bonnding Stag 


Ruſh' d headlong down, and plung d amidſt f RIVer. 
Nor far behind, upon a foaming Horſe, | 
' There follow'd hard a Man of Royal Port. 


Ex roſe, ind would have ſought the thicker Wood: 2 


But while T hurry'd on my haſty Flight, 


Y My heedleſs Feet deceiv'd me, and 1 fell. 
Strait leaping from his Horſe, he rais d me up. 


Surpriz'd and troubl d at the ſudden Chance, | 
I begg'd he would permit me to retire 3» © = 


3 | "But he, with furious, wild, diſorder d Looks, 
iis Eyes and glowing Viſage flaſhing 3 | 15 


Swore twas impoſſible; he never would, 
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He could not leave me; vith ten thouſand Ravings, | 
The DiQates of his looſer Rage. At length 
He ſciz'd my trembling Hand: I ſhriek d, and = WM [ 
To Heay'n for Aid, when in a luckleſs Hem. 3 
Your faithful Servants, Adelmar and Renwald. ] 
Came up, and loſt their Lives in my Defencgee. 
| Ari. Where will the Horror of thy Tale have End 

Ethel. The furious King (fer ſuch. I found he . 
By three Attendants join d, bore me away: 
Reſiſtleſs, dying, ſenſeleſs with my Fears, 
Since then, a wretched Captive, I deplore | 
Our Common Woes; for mine, I know, are thine; 
Ari: Witneſs the Sorrows of the preſent Hour, 
The Fears that rend ev'n now my lab'ring Heart, 
For thee; and for my ſelf. And yet, alas . 
What are the preſent Ills, compar'd to thoſe | FF 
That yet remain behind, for both to ſuffer?  _ 1 
Think where thy helpleſs Innocence is lodgſ; U 
The Rage of lawleſs Pow'r, and burning Luſt, 
Are bent on thee; tis Hell's important Cauſe, - 
And all its blackeſt Fiends are arm'd againſt thee.” 

Ethel. Tis terrible! my Fears are mighty on me,, 
And all the Coward Woman trembles in me. 
But ok! when. Hope and never failing Faith: 
Revive; my-fainting Soul, and lift my Thoughts: 


Up to yon azureSky, and burning Lights above, 


Methinks I read my Safety written there; 


Miethinks I ſee the Warlike Hoſt of Heavn 


Radiant in glittering Arms, and beamy Gold, 

The great Angelick Pow'rs go forth by Bands, 

To ſuccour Truth and Innocence belo xp. | 
Hell trembles at the Sight, and hides. its Head. _— 
en utmoſt Darkuch,. while on Earth. each Heart,.. «i 


8 
Lib in, 507d: vat Pate ne weed. 


Nr ye ge 


Of Outrage 12 — the King :"His Noble Nature, 


Is juſt and gentle, when the torrent Rage - 
Ebbs out, and cooler Reaſon comes again. 
Should he {which all ye holy Pow'rs avert) 
Urg d by his Love, ruſh on to impious Force,” | 
If that ſhould happen, in that laſt Extrem 
On Peril of my Life I will aſſiſt you 


And you ſhall find your Safety in your Flight. 


Be watchful, to preſerve her from Diſhonour. 

- Seof. Reſt on my Diligence and Caution fe. 
E er twice the Ruler of the Day return, Jo 
2 gild the chalky Cliffs on Brizain's Shoar, } | 
Some favourable Moment ſhall be found, 


With the fad tender Story of your Loves. 


With well-diffembled neceffary Smiles; 
Let the King read Compliance in your Looks, 


At preſent, to prevent his Doubts, twere fit 
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- Ethel. What! muſt we part? 
Scof. But for a few ſhort Hours, | 
That you may meet in Joy, and part no more. 


While thou art prefent my fad Heart ſeems lighter ; 
* 1 gaze, and gather Comfort from thy Beauty ; 
Thy, — * fend forth * — 
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_Seof. Whatever Gods chere be, their Care you are. 
ntle-Breat harbobt'one Thought 


Tho' warm, tho" fleree, and prone do ſudden Nes, 


Ari. Oh guard her Innocence, let all thy cue. 


To move the King, your Royal Brother's Heart,” 5 
Till then be chear'd, and hide your inward Sorrows 


A free and ready yielding to his Wiſhes. . 5 5 
That you ſhould take a haffy Leave, and parkt. 


Ari. Olfatal Sound ! oh Grief unknown til now! b 
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| I 0 — 1 N 
13 Ani $664: e dying Lamp of Life within me: | 
ut oh! when chou art gone, and my fond Eyes 
all ſeek thee all-around; but ſeek in vain n, 
Wat ow, whit Angel ſhall fupphy thy Place, 
Shall help me to ſapport'my+Sorrows then, 
And fave my Soul from Death 80 
Ethel. My Life! my Lord! 2 
What would _ Heart ſay to 0 — no mote 
Whoſe w Truths, and Majeſty Divine, 
ou bt thee firſt to know ] - 
There fix thy Faith, and triumph, o'er the World : 
For who can help, or who can fave beſides ? 


- | ae: s 4. ay 


Does not the Deep grow calm, and the rude: North - 


Be huſh'd at his Command? thro' all his W 
Does not his Servant Nature hear his Voice ? 
Hear and Obey? Then what is impious Mann 
That we ſhould fear him, when Heav'n owns our Cauſe ? 
That Heav'n ſhall make 2 Aribert its Care, 
Shall to thy Groans and Sighings lend an Ear, "> 
And fave thee. in the moment of Deſpair. | 
Ari. Oh ! thou haſt touch d me with the facred Theme, 
And my cold Heart is kindled at thy Fame; 
An active Hope grows buſie in my Breaft, _ 1 
And ſomething tells me we ſhall both be bleſt. 
Like thine, my Eyes che Starry Thrones — 6-4 
And Heav'n diſclos d ſtands open to my View; 
And ſee the Guardian Angels of the Good. 
Reclining ſoft on many a Golden Cloud, "6 
To Earth they ſeem their gentle Heads to bow, N 
And pity what we ſuffer here below ; - b 
But oh! to thee, thee moſt they ſeem to 8 
Joy in thy Joys, and for thy Sorrows mourn: 1 
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The Bud of the Scand a0. 


aer m. SCENE. * 


8 Euter Seoftid. 
a N is the boaſted Majeſty bt Kings,” 


F wor” 
V pon that meaneſt of their Paitions, Love 2 
The Pile their warlike Fathers toil'd to raiſe, 
Toraiſe a Monument of deathleſs Fame,, _ 
A Woman's Hand o'er-turns, The Cedar thus,.. 
That lifted his aſpiring Head to Heav n, 


" 


Secure, and fearleſs of the ſounding Axe, 3 » 


Is made the Prey of Worms; his Root deſtroy * 
He ſinks at once to Earth, the mighty Ruin, © 


And Triumph of a wretched Inſe&@'sPow'r. = _ 5 5 


b — Is there a Remedy in human Wiſdom, 
My Mind bas left unſought, to help this Evil ?. 


E would preſerve 'em both, the Royal Brothers; * 


But if their. Fates ordain that one muſt fall, 


Then let my Maſter ſtand. This Chriſtian * 


Ay, there. the Miſchief comes What are our * 


That eee eee is not 


IE Godlike Greatnels, if. their Fs ae. 
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But ar n much, let their Priefts lock to ht. 
Were ſhe bůt well remo vd But then the King 
Why, Abſence, Buſineſs, or another Face, 5 
A thouſand Things may cure him would twere done, 
And my Head fafe That! let me look to that. 
But ſee the Husband comes |—ha — not ul * 
It ſhall be GER? at leaſt — hyp 


; | Enter Aribert. F : ts 

Ari. Still to this Place * 3 
My Heart inclines, ſtill hither turn my Eyes, 2 
Hither my Feet unbidden find their way. 
Like a fond Mother from her dying Babe | 
Forc d by officious Friends, and Servants Care, 
I linger at the Door, and wiſh to know, 
Yet dread to hear the Fate of what I Love. 25 
Oh Seafrid ! do ſt thou not wonder much, 
And pity my weak Temper, when thou ſeelt 8 
Thus in a Moment chang d from Hot to Cold, 
My active Fancy glowing now with Hopes,  — 
Anon thus drooping; Death in my pale Viſage, 8 
My Heart, and my chill Veins, all freezing with Deſpair? } | 
Sec,. I bear an equal Portion of your Sorrows, '  ©®! 

Your Fears too all are mine. And oh! my Prince, 3 
I would partake your Hopes; but my 1 Age, * 
Still apt to doubt the worſt···—— . 
Ari. What do'ſt thou doubt? Vs | 
Ke. 5 Nay! nothing worſe than what we e both "a 


Ari. . nothing ben thy Fear, = 
| We Why——nothing new. LPR „ 
The King thats all. e ELL 5 R 

oo The King —-On that's too nuch! " | 
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And 


| A Sm oak is-more, 1 read it n 
In thy dark ſullen Viſage—like a Storͥůnm 
K+ That gathers black upon the frowning Sky, 48 
3 And grumbles in the Wind Hut let it come, 53 
Let the whole Tempeſt burſt upon my Head, 
Let the fierce Lightning blaſt, the Thunder rive me; 4 
For oh tis ſure the Fear of what may come, | 
Does far tranſcend the Pain. 
See. You fear too ſoon; 
And Fancy drives you. much too fiercely © on. 
I do not fay that what may happen, will: 
Chance often mocks what wiſely we foreſee. | 
| Beſides, the ruling Gods are over all., 
And order as they pleaſe their World below. 

The King, tis true, is Noble——but Impetuous; _ 
And Love, or call it by the courſer Name, * 055 
LCuuſt, is, of all the Frailties of our Nature,. 

What moſt we ought to fear; the ene Ben 
Ruſhes along, impatient for the Courſe, 
Nor hears the Rider's Cal, nor feels the Rein. 

133 . What would thou have me think 2 
1 ee Think of che warſt, * | 
Four better Fortune will arrive more 3 
| To ſpeak then with that Openneſs of Heart 
That ſhould deſerve your Truſt, 1 have my Fears. 
What if, at ſome dead Hour of Night, the King 
Intend a Viſitto your weeping Princels? Pn Fg Weg ] 
95 Ari. Ha a. 1 
"Seof. He may go, tis true, with a od | 
Suppoſe her ſunk into a downy Slumber, 
| Her beating Heart juſt tit d, and gone to Reſt: | 
_ * Methinks I ſee her on her Conch repos'd, _ . 
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1. Rojas mt 


8 Heavings riſe her nowy Breaſts, 
Soft ſteals the balmy Breath, the roſie Hex 
Glows on her Check, a deep Vermilion dyes 
Her dewy Lip, while Peace and ſmiling Joy - 
Sit huſh'd and filent on the ſlecping Far. 
Then think what Thoughts invade the gazing ks: 
Catch d with the ſudden Flame, at once he burns, | 
At once he flies reſiſtleſs on his Prey. Þ 
Waking ſhe ſtarts diſtracted with the Fright, RP 
To Aribert's loy'd Name in vain ſhe flies; er" 
Shrieking ſhe calls her abſent Lord in vain. 
The King paſſeſt of all his furious Will— 
Ari. Firlt fink the Tyrant Raviſher to Hell, RE 
Seize him, ye Fiends— firſt periſh thou and - | 
Let us not live to hear of ſo much Horror. 
The curſed Deed will tum me ſavage wild, * 
Blot ev'ry Thought of Nature from my Soul. 61 
A Brother !——1 will ruſh and tear his Breaſt, 
Be drunk bene Blood, and But wy Veaguance | 
With his inceſtuous Heart. 175 
Seof. It is but juſt 
You ſhould. be mov d, for Une the ie Thou is radi, 
But keep this ſwelling Indignation down. 
And let your cooler [Reaſon now prevail, . 
- | That may perhaps find ou: ſome means of Safety. 5 
Ari. Talk ſt thou of Safety we may talk of Hear'ns 
May gaze with Rapture on yon ſtarry Regions 
But who ſhall lend us Wings to 8 
Impoſſible 2 3 
Seof. There is a . 4 I ERA» 
% ˙¹ ̃ ̃ . m £1 nA il] 
Ari. Ha! ben. 2 VE 2 2 ar 51 rt 
ith fl 5 i | | . Res | Ari. 
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„ The Royal 
= A Oh b what "Wendy Means? Be eam to 
1 anſwer, 

Nor waſte the-previous Mos: with- Delay: ls N 
2 Seof. The King, now abſent from the Palace, ſeems 
To yield a fair Occaſion for your Wiſhes; =: 
A: private Poſtern opens to my Gardens 


'Thro' which the beauteous Captive might remove = Th 
Till Night, and a Diſguiſe ſhall farther ad her, | [2 
To fly with Safety to the Briton Camp. - 


Tis true, one Danger I might well obfect 3 
Ari. Oh! do not, do not blaſt the ſpringing Rar : 


Which thy kind Hand has planted in my Soul. Loup 
If there be Danger, turn it all on me. 1 | 
Let my devoted Head— oO Be 
Seof. Nay !—tis not WE IE 109 $17 35.8 
I *Tis but 3 ie; and I would e give = „ 
T To buy your Peace of Mind. whos bt; A Ir. 
A1 Alas! whit mean 't thou? oo ata 
Stef. Does it not follow plain? Gat 5 bene Yc 
Tun all his Rage upon this hoary Head? Ar 

Shall got all Arts of Cruelty be try d, * 


To find out Tortures equal to my Falbood > 
lmagine you behold me bound and ty; IM 
| My aged Muſcles harrow'd up with Whips, | 
Or hearme'groanitig'on the rending Rack, 
«Groaning and fcreaming with the ſharpeſt "UII 
Of piercing Pain; or ſee me gaſh'd with Knives, 
And fear'd with burning Steel, till the fcorch'd M arrow 
Fries in the Bones, the ſhrinking Sinews ſtart, - 5 
A ſmeary Foam works oer my grinding Jaws, 2 ; 
_And utmoſt Anguiſh ſhakes — EO Fre > RAN 
For thus it muſt be. 785 » 
3 On. my Friend! vr kane YEE, 2 A 
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"The Royal Gs: „ 
0 It muſt not be, it never can, it ſha'not. . | 
Wouldſt thou be kind; and ſave my Echelinds — 15 th 

Leave me to anſwer all my Brother's Fury. 
* F The Crime, the Falſhood, ſhall be all my own. 
Seof. Juſt to my Wiſh. 2 
Ari. Tho ſhalt accuſe me to him: 5 
Thou know'ſt his own Admittance gave me Entrance: 
Iweat that I ſtole her, that I forc'd her from n ; 

Frame, with thy utmoſt Skill, ene erat Tale. 

And ITI avow it all. 

s Seof. Then have you thought 

Upon the Danger, Sir?  -< © 3 

; A#i. Oh, there is none, 3 2:31 + 286.3% 

Ic be no Danger while my Love i ſafe.” ea) of 

Seof. Methinks indeed it leſſens to my View, 
When the firſt Violence of Rage is „ 

Ihe Fondneſs of a Brother will return, 

And plead your Cauſe with Nature in his Heart ; 

I vou will, you muſt be ſafe; and yet tis hard, 
And grieves me much ſhould accuſe you to him. 
Ari. Tis that muſt cover the Deſign, - But fl, 

Loſe not a Minute's time. 

Haſte to remove her. from this curſed Place; 3 r 

IMy faithful Oſtald ſhall at Night attend mee. 8 

And help to guard her to the Briziſh We b N 

| hou know'ſt that is not far. | 
Seof. Too near I know it. r 
Ari. She has a Brother there, the noble Lucius, 8 

A gallant Youth, and dear to brave nee = : 

To his kind Care refign DEE SAI: 
Seof..- This. inſtant I _ vo 4104; 
Ari. Half my Fears hed FEE 

Are over 8 


-' = . - 2 


« „* 


{ 


46. 
- © Seof. Ove thing ladfiirgut: - TE OR 

It will import us much, that your ſhould ſeem - 
| Inclin'd to meet the Love of haughty Rodogane: wy, 


c % 
| S % 
, + +, y „* 
I N 


T will caſt you but a little courtiy Flattery, | 
A. kind reſpectful Look, join'd with a Sigh, -- _ 
And few ſoft tender Words, that mean juſt nothing, 
Yet win moſt Womens Hearts. But ſee ſhe comes, 


Conſtrain your Temper, Sir, be falſe, er 


With her, own Sers Arts; purſue your Taſk, 
And *. not al ſhall proſper to your Win. 


8 Aribert ſolus. = 
2 She comes indeed ! Now where ſhall 1 beginz 


| © How ſhall I teach my Tongue to frame a Language: 
So different: ftom my Heart? Ol Erbelindy7- 


My Heart was made to fit and pair with thine, 


Simple and plain, and fraught with artleſs Tenderneſs; 


Form'd to receive one Love, and only one, 
But pleas d and proud, and dearly fond of that, 
It knows not what there can be n 

And would not if it cou¹d. 


Rodo. Why 40.1 ſays 


Why) lager dmn-ichin ts. löl Buss oY 
Where ev ry Object ſhocks my loathing Eyes, | 


And calls my injur'd Glory to Remembrance? 


” TAs King !-—the Neunk. but ROE: did. 1 name 
£0 him? a 58 A 
Find out, pa tak: Store of: Thought ot 


Somewhat more Great, more Worthy: N Nn 


Or let the mimick Fancy ſhew its Art. * A 


ov has ſome pleaſing la ro delight me. 


a 


[Exit cee 


Gary Rodogune.:.. 77 1 


And will call the charming: Fantom, Aribert. 
Ich venus /—whither—whither would I wander? 


And lonely chus from the full Pomp retire, 


N | 


Let Beauty mix with Majeſty and Youtk;” * | 


Let manly Grace be temper'd well: with Softneſ . by 
Let Love, the God himſelf, adorn the Wort... 


Be 7 "ay Tongue—ye Gods! le tis he Himſelf . 


FT̃8ceeing Ari. 
Ari. When, faireſt Princeſs, you avoid: our Court, 


Love and the Graces follow to your Solitude; 


- They croud to form the ſhining Circle round you, 


And all the Train ſeems yours ; while Purple Majeſty, 
And all thoſe outward Shews which we call Greatneſs, 


Languiſh and droop, ſeem empty and forſaken, 
And draw the wondering Gazer's Eyes no more. 
Rodo. The Counticr's Art is meanly known in Brizain,, _ 

If yours preſent” their Seryice, and their Vows, © } 

At any Shrine but-where their Maſter ane. 

You know your Brother pays not * to 

Nor would I that he ſhould. 0 2 
.Ari. The Hearts of Kings Sy. © 2 

Are plac'd, tis true, beyond their Subjeck 8 


i Yet might judge by Love's or Reaſon's Rules, 


Where ſhall my Brother find. W a, ig 


| Like what I naw. behold? 4 
Rado. That you can flatter, 1 | 
Is common to your Sex; you ſay 8 e 
We Women love it—and perhaps we do. of 
Fools that we are, we know that you n 2 
And yet, as if the Fraud were Renin te I 


18 _ a LO” for you than my ny; 


And our undoing Joy —ſtill you go on, 8 
And ſtill we hear you—But, to change the Theme,” 


SY | The Royal C Git $ 
„57 „„ 1 
Rado. The King, your Brother, cone. not chuſe an 

Advocate 

Whom I would ſooner heat on any Subjeck, 

Bating that only one, his Love, than you; 

Tho' you perhaps (for ſome have wondrous Are) 

Could ſoften the harſh Sound. The String that j Jars, 

- When rudely touch d ungrateful to the Senſe, 

With Pleaſure feels the Maſter's flying Fingers, 

Swells into Harmony, and charms the Hearers. . 

Ari. Them hear me ſpeak. of Love— 

- Rods, But not of his. 
Ari. Tis true, I ſhould. not Ice the Story muck, 
Rude and unſkilful in the moving Paſſion, 


 — 


— 


ren 


I I ſhould not paint its Flames with equal Warmth; Bi 

be: ——_—— L 

And languid Nature ſpeak the Work imperfet. | A 

-._ _Rodo, Then happy vet your, Breaſt remains un-. 

doch d; K 

Though that ſeems range: You've ſeen the Court of A 

ain; IN 

=: There, as I oft have heard, imperial Beauty H. 
- _ Reigns in its native Throne, like Light in Nerz * 

While all the Fair Ones of our neighb'ring ORG, - M 

With ſeeond Luſtre meanly ſeem to ſhine, * 

The faint Reflections of the Glory there... 

Ari. If Cer my Heart incline to Thoughts of Lore, A; 

Methinks T ſhould not (tho perhaps 1 er) 'Iw 

Expect to meet the gentle Paffion join ( pe 

: With Pomp and Greatneſs: Courts may boaſt of of Beau, At 

But Love is feldom found -to dwell among em. [At 

Kodo. Then Courts are wretcheu. J w 

Ari. S0 chey ſeem to love. row $343 N rg 117 5 Ys | x 

*. © 


 Match'd with my Birth; a younger Brother's Has 4 


What wondrous things our Gods reſerve for. you. . N 


from pride, tn Wealth, ; Som Buſineſs, and from 
_ Bow rs AK ard io be D; 4k; bat na 2% £4 
Loathing he flies, and fecks the peaceful V e „ 
He ſeeks the Cottage in the tuſted Grove, 
The ruſſet Fallows, and the verdant Lawns; _ | 
The clear, cool Brook, and the deep woody hs, 1A 
Bright Winter Fires, and Summer Ev'nings Suns: 
Theſe he prefers to gilded, Roafs and Crowns; - | . + 
Here he. delights to, Pair che. conſtant Swain. 00 
With the ſweet, unaffected, yielding Maid; | 
Here is his Empire, here his Choice to _— 
Here, where he dwells with Innocence and Truth. 
Kodo. To * which know. no better, theſe RY 
Joys; . | 
Bur Princes, ſure, are e born. with nobler Thought, © M 
Love, is in them a Flame that mounts to Heay' Do... 
And ſecks its Source Divine, and Kindred Stars; Rp 
That, urges on the Mortal Man to date, „ A 
Kindles the vaſt Deſires of Glory in him,  _ 
And makes Ambition's facred Fires burn bright. he 
Nor you, howe'er your Tongue e Foo Hex. ; 
Have meaner Hopes than Robb: . p78 : 
Ari. Mine have been ſtill 
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Rodo. Nay more; Methinks Tread your future hs 
3 
And, like ſome Bard iipir d, 1 could foretel- © 


Perhaps, N n nbw, your better Stars are zjein d; 

Auſpiciots Love "and Fo ortüde now conſpire, 1 oa 3 

At once to _crown' you, and beſtow that e oe | 
| a I Nature at your Birth . % . 


8 * 2 g 2 4 
* , * * * * J * >. # 3 Jy E- Þ 
- . J - r „ f Lb "— 55 : 


2 
W * 


7 103 4 8 2 
; oh af Js 2 3 
4 % * >. i L "pt by * 
4 : * 3 ” Q 
35 
: Fu | 0H * 8 
- he 
; * , * 
4 
+ 


* . 1 


} 1 E I 
e 4 ks i - . + wr #% © 


| for * King, aa the gona 


© Xing, She muſt, the all be found, "tho" The be ſunk 
I Deep # to the Center, tho Eternal Night - 
E Spread wide her fable Wing, to thade' her Beauties, 
And thut me from her Sight. But fay, chou Traitor; : 
Thou tht belt made the Name ef Friendfkip vile, 
And broke the Bonds of Duty and of Nature, 
Wͤere haſt thou id thy Theft ?—So young, ſo Filſe— 
\ Have I not been a Father to thy Youth, 
And lov'd thee with a more than Brother's Love? 
And am I thus repaid But bring her forth, | 
Or by dur Gods thou dy'ſt. | 
Bode. What means this Rage. . (4h 4. 
Ai. Then brieiy thus: Nou are my King and Brother 
The Names which moſt I reverence on Earth, 
And fear offeriding moſt. Yet to defend 
My Honour and my Love from Violation, 
O'er ev'ry Bar reſiſtleſs will I ruſh, 
And, in defpight of 3 Pow's 3. 
Siene and aſfert my Right. 
Fring. What, thine ! thy. h 
** Rigdles and Tales. 
A. Mine by the deareſt Tie, of 
| Bp boly Marriage mine, The is my Wife. | 
VB £4 Bode. Racks, Are ne ſeine me 1 Oh 
6 - Capfulion'1 - 25 
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| pci withRage at this welcome Truth; 
But fnceT know my Ethelinda TEE... 55 ot 
3Y — have but little Care for what may . i / 
To Morrow may be Heayv'n's—or yours to take, os 
OY * be ** yy farewel Life; 5 35 

I bol 


* 4 
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Some whi 


| Taught her to ſoar aloR; to ſearch, to * > hg 


nl PEAT Afr for her lo re. uit 8 


|; Rodo. May Sorrow, Shame canned, 


And all her Beauties, like my Hopes, be blaſted. ¶ Aſide. 


_ King. So brave l Bat 1 EIN eee tame 
you, - 


To make thee curſs hy Folly, care thy Lore, 


And to the dreadful Gods, who reign beneath, - 


Devote thy fatal Bride. She is à Chriſtian ;- 


Remember that, fond Boy, and then rementber 


That ſacred Vow, which, perjur'd as thou art, 


Proſtrate at Maden s Altar, and invoking 
With ſolemm Raniat Rites, our Country's Gods, 


Thou mad'ſt in Preſence of our Royal Father. 


Ari. Ves, .l-xemember well the impious POR Mt 


Hardly extorted from my trembling Youth; o 
When burning with mi 4 Zeal, the King - 
' Compell'd my Knee to bend before his Gods, n 


And forc'd us both to.fivear.to;what we knew not, 
King. Now by the Hanours of the e, 
A long and venerable Line of Heroes, 5 


* * 


I ſwear thou art abandon d, loſt, to Honůour, 
And fall'n from ev'ry.great and godlike Thought. © 1 
Coward Pxieſt has wrought, upon * 
d drawn thee from our brave Forefathers Faith, 
alſe to our Gods, as to thy King and Brother. 
Ari. Tis much beneath my Courage and my Tubs 85 
To borrow any mean Diſguiſe from Falſhood. 
No — tis my Glory that the Chriſtian Licht . 
Has dawn d, like Day, upon. my. darker Mind, . 
And taught my Soul the nobleft uſe of Reon; | — 3 


2 


The vaſt eternal Fountain ef her Being z > "2 
Ae am with Indignation, to deſpiſe 


* 


* . 
* 2 * 
—— 
* * 
— 


a * 


. And bear ift to his fate. We tou ſeixe ive 


| Wilt thou not plead for Lite 2- Int oe he the Tyran 


The Things you eee ſcom 
And trample on their ignominious Altars 
N King. Tis well, Sir,. impious Boy Le Sax _ 


| And thou, oh Royal Hengif; whoſe dread Will 


And injur'd Majeſty I now aſſert, | en. 
Hear, and be preſent ta my Juſtice, hear me, 5 9 ＋ 
While thus I vow t your offended Deitie s 
This Traitor's Life 3 he dies, nor dught on * 0 
Saves his een Heal. art to the Prieſts; 
18 n pa ans rb 
Bid em be friſt, and ins u ioody Altars 770 F 
With ey'ry Circumſtance of Tragick Pomp: 
To Day a Royal Victim bleeds upon em. at. 
Rich ſhall the Smoak and ſteaming Gore ed, 
To glut the Vengeance of our angry Gods. 3% 
Kodo. At once ten thoufand racking Palins tear wy 
And my Heart heaves,' as it would burſt my Boſom." +4 
Oh can I, can I hear him doòm'd to Death, us 
Nor-ftir, nor breathe one ſingle Sound to fave My 
It wo not be——and my fierce haughty Soul, 46:8 we p 
Whate'er the ſuffers,” ill" ailakitis to bend. 1 
To ſas to the carſt, dated Tyrant Kuß 
on Love * Oh (Glory Woolf thoudie this ” = 


"Y To Ar 
15 Life fo fmal'a hit, f ſo dh” A Bob Ns 9 Toy 
As is not worth the aſking ?——Thou art Cd 2 245 


Tous 


5 f 


- 


* 1 in "is Tron 1 He art. 1 
ife has ſo ſo lit! ein It e ae is, * 100 


. Tk 6600 . Reems 1 not North er cs Ts 


"Tis hardly worth my Alling. 
- King. Seine him, Guards, 
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" Rodo. Vet, Hengift, Weds 


If ou a touch his Fark: ar > 
Know wk of 8e Ne! prepare F 2, 


The ſharpeſt Scourges = — — War. 
Flywbera thin: Witt, fhe 8D e 
ith NCC, A DIG artger SAY | 
en oO Kos hs d a ack 'd for publick Scom, ; 
by Yavilh'd §cepter Wü lt thou thown.” 
And when dt Jength thy wreiched Life fall ceaſe; - 
When in the ſilent Grave thou hop'ft for Peace: 


{Think\npt the Grave: Se Sy hated Head: 2 


Still, ſtill I. will purfue, thy fleeting Shade; 

I curs d thee living, SOPs will plague thee dead. 
[Exit Rodogune. 

King. On to the Temple“ wich him: Let her rave, 


And Propheſie ten thouſand thouſand Horrors; 
could Jo with her now, and bid 'em wg n 


They fir the;preſent Fury of my St 1 

The g 21 ove and Rage are fix: d ke - pts. 

And drive, me on. to >, Madneſs. Earthquakes, Wai 
winds,, © 6 Y $ 2” 


A general Wreck, of Nature now would pleaſe me. 
For ob not all the driving wintry War. 
When the, Jr Hung and bellows from afar, 


When thro” the Gloom Zlaneing . a, i 


Heayy the. ale Tannen roll on high, * 


And Seas, and: Earth mix with the duſky | "aig, 
Not all thoſe warring Elements we fear, 2 7e 


i Ta 


Are equal to the inhorn Tempeſt here 


Fierce as the Thoughts Which mortal Man controul, 7 
7 * LOY 1 58 Hi ens ter Were 


De gets 1 8 . 
+. vgs v Y 56 34 1 
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* In The Repel cu 
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ACT IW. sel 5 


The SCENE. # a Feoph Ts ani 
to the Superſtition of the Antient Saxons; i 
' the Middle are plac'd their three principat || 
4 W Wr ang re. £ 


Mußt ck in beard a  DiRayee, as of the Prat. 
52  prepoting for the PE”. | Then wy 


Emer Atibert. 
Ari. A Nie the bloody Priefts, ry Sendfu 


Have watch'd e upon their horrid a, Ts 
With many a dire and execrable Pray'r, © 20 0 
Calling che Fichds beneath the filled Demnt” © | 
That dwell in Darkneſs deep, and Foe to Mun BER 
Delight in reeking Streams of human Gore, 
Now huddled on a Heap, they murmur'd hoarſe, 
And hiffing whiſper'd round their myftick cane, 5 
| And now, as if by ſudden Madneſs firuck, . 
Bp þ & ith Screamings fhtll they fhock the vaulted Roof, 
: nd vex'd the ſtill, the ſilent, ſolemn Midnight. | 
Such ſure in everlaſting Flames below. 
Such are the Groans of poor lamenting Ghofts, 
And fuch'the Howlings of the laſt Deſpair. . 
Anon to Sounds of Woe, and magick Strings, © 
They danc'd in wild fantaſtick Meaſures — 
Then all at once they * their ghaſtly Viſages 


& tf - 


2 


The SH 
- On me, and yelling, thrice they cry d out, ale! 7 
I have endur'd their Horrors And aan... 
Seel the Night wears away, and chearful Morn. 
All ſweet and freſh, ſpreads from the roſie Eaſt?; 

Fair Nature ſeems reviv d and evn my Heart 

Sits light and jocund at the Day's Return, 

And fearleſs waits an End of all its Suffcrings. | 


Enter one of the Dark 0 be delivers | a Letter 1 
Aribert. 
Guar. From Oſwald this, on Peril of my Life 
; I have engag d to render to your Hands, (ell, 
Ari. reads.) Seoſtid bas been _juft to. his Word ; he 
has deliver d the fair Ethelinda to my Charge : we 16 
have, happily haft all the Guards, and hope in re | 
Hours 7 reach the Eriton' Camp. 
From your faithful O 
Then hon „ left on Earth, my Soul, 
Worthy thy farther Care. Why do I ſtay, _ 
Why linger then, and want my Heav'n ſo **. 
To live is to continue to be wretched, . f 
And robs me of a great and glorious Death. 


re CInION FRS: hy ge. ta . 
antring. 

Office; Thus-0 toikis beauteous Siſter ſends: 244 F 
Depend upon a Brother's Love and 7 to N | . 4 
To further al vou win. 1 
And wilt my farther Order. See! x my Neatt; | 
See there thy deareſt Choice, thy fond Deſire. 

See with how. clear a'Brow, what chearful Grace, 1 
With all his native Sweetneſs undifturb'd,, 
* noble Youth attends his harder Fate. 
WY Tcame- 


s "= * 


r 
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The 285 RY 


6 bY came to join my friendly Grief with yours, [To Arib, 


To curfe your Tyrant Brother, and deplore, 
Your youthful Hopes, thus all untimely blaſted : ** 
But you, I ſee, have learn d to ſcorn your Danger; 
You wear a Face of Triumph, not of e 

Has Death ſo little in it ? ae E645 


Ari. Oh! tis nothing, | oth 
To Minds that weigh it well: The Vuſear fear it, 
And yet they know not Why. Since never any 
Did from that dark and doubtful Land . © » ys 
Turn back again, to tell us tis a Pain. . 
To me it ſeenis like a Tong wiſh'd for Happineſs, 

Beyond what en our Expectation paints ; 
Tis Comfort to the Soul, tis Peace, tis Reſt; 


It comes like Slumber to the ſick Man's Eyes. abs 


Burning and reſtleſs with a Feaver's Rage, | wn 
All Night he toſſes on his weary Bed; | 

He tells the tedions Minutes as they — 

And turns, and turns, and ſecks for Eaſe in vain ; 3 


_& But if, at Mörning's Dawn, ſweet Sleep falls on 537 


Think with what Pleaſure he reſigns his Senſes, | 
Sinks to his Pillow, and forgets his Pain. 
"Rods. Perhaps it may be ſuch a State of Indolence; 
But fure the active Soul ſhould therefore fear it. 
The Gods have dealt unjuſtly with ee 
If barely they beſtow. a wretched Being 
And ſcatter not ſome Pleaſures with the Pain, 
To make it worth their keepings * there n 
Could make you wiſh to live? 

Ari. Oh! yes, there is 
There is a Bleſſing I could with to fin for, Ar 
To live, for Years, for Ages to enjoy it. £ 2 85177 
But far, alas 41110 from — 0 11 L 


ans ! | 4 It 


— Thou Gare. t 


It leaves the World a Wilderneſs, Alpe mer 4 
With nothing worth deſiring. EW bas or 557 r 
Rado. Null: and aud !! 
Or cold at1eaft to me, dull, a. Indifference. Lala. | 
What if ſome pitying Po r look down from Heaw Ds 
And kindiy viſit your afflifted Fortunes . Ts Nw 
Whad if at ſendi ſome unexpected Aid. 
Some generoũs Heat, and ſome: re Hand, 
Willing to ſave, and migkty to defend. > 85 
Who from the gloomy Confines of the Grave. 828 
Timely ſtall ſnatch, ſhall bring you back to Life, 
And raiſe you up to Empite and to Lore? | 
Ari. The wretched: have few Peek, a leaſt as 
* Earth: 220 1457 [181 * REY: | 
Then what have Eto eee ory 9 191% 5 2 
Rodel Hôpe every ching. 4 
Hope all that Merit, ſuch as yours, 1 a. 
Such as commands the World, exacts their 8 = 
And ſnakes ey'n all the Good and Brave your Friends. 
. * Ari. And can you then vouchſafe to fatter Miſery 2 S 
Teenrich ſo.falln, 48: loſt a thing as I am,. 1 
With the ſwert Breath of Praiſe? So pious Virgins 
Rob the whole Spring to make their Garlands fine, 
Then hang em on a ſenſeleſs Marble Tomb. „ 
Rodo. A burning Purple fluſhes o'er my Face, 7218 
And Shame forbids my Tongue, or I would ſay, . 
That I=—Oh: 4ribert II am thy Friend. _ 
Yet, wherefore ſhould I bluſh to Own the Thought 1 
For who !-——who(would-not be the:Friend of Aril ers: 
Ari Why is chis wondrous Goodneſs loſt upon me? 
Why. is this Bounty laviſh'd on a Bankrupt, 
Who has not left another Roar of Life. * 1 
has 9 mighty Debt > 222.4 8 Yi ua Na 
E 1 © 8 Rodo.. 
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Rodo. ck otra. VIE e att av ack a 
Yet add to it, and ſwell the Sum — > ih % 
Nor doubt but Fate ſhall find ä it. 
Know then flat I have puſs d this-live-long 1 
Skeplefs and anxious with my Cares for thee; 

The Gods have ſure approv'd the pious Thought; : 
And crown'd it wih Succeſt Since I: ene 1 
Alfred, the Chief of mighty l cn 
To find a certain Way for cy Eſcape. . 8 51 
One of the ſacred Habits is at Hand 0 
Prepar'd for thy Diſguiſe, the holy Man” vim” 
Attends to guide thee to my Brother's. 1 1 0 
My felf— Oh! yet lie ſtill, my beating: de-, 
Whatever Dangers chance, my ſelf will be 5 
The Partner and the Guardian of thy Fight. 
Ari. Now, what Return td make h let me fink, 
Bluſhing to Earth, and hide che vaſt Confuſion. 

Rods. Ye Gods! he anſwers not, but 8 
In ſullen Silence; fee } he turns away, 
And bends his gloomy Vifage te the W © Hi 

To what am 1 betray d! OR en: 
And more than Woman's Weakneſt! He has hen me, 
Seen my fond Heart, and ſeorns the eaſie Prize. | 

t me, ye Lightnings, ſtrike me to the Centre, 


rive, drive me down, down to the Deptlis beneath; | 


Let me not hve, nor. think let me not think, 


And yet ten thouſand Curſes —— 
Ari. Thus let me fall; thax'lowly to the Eüirth, 


unn An .. ys *. h 
In humble Adoratloh ion Goodneſs; ! 10 get od 
Thus with my lateſt Accentsbreathe your Name. 


-{Kbeeling, 


£# «.. ds ST & 1% fSO 4. © 


» a _ w@0_ bod 


+ . el * wares. $59, 
And bleſs you cer I die. Oh Redogune ! | 
Fair Royal Maid l, t ther be all tf Wiſhes, - 
Content and everlaſting Peace dwell we hes... 51: 
And every Joy be thine. Nor let one Thought 
Of this ungrateful, this unhappy 8 db iz H 
Remain behind; to call a ſudden Sigh, . 1 
Or ſtain the with a Teer, Behold I ga, FITC 
Doom'd by Eternal Fate, to my 1 | 


— 


Then let my Name too die, fink to Oblivion. 2 
And ſleep in Silence witk me in the e a] 
Rods. eee i 
Behold I give thee Life... r Brat 75 20 
Ari. And thareforv—roh 1 2 2 15 oa 


But dare not mee ate vox owe. nA zi l- 
What 1 n tr, of 
> Cd 1 


Is wen the Bleſling,. Life, Fei 2 Gee 
When offer d to thee by my baleful Hand? : 
Ari: Oh no! for you axe all eee bea. 
Nature, that makes your Sex the Joy f u. 
Made you the Pride of both; ſhe gave you-Swreetuels 
80 mix d with Strength, with Majeſty ſo . xais d. 
To make the willing World confeſs your Empire, ui”) 
And love, while they obey. Nor d e | 
But to the Body fitted ſo the Mind, 1 
As each were faſhion'd ſingly do enkel by 
As if ſo fair a Form diſdain d to harbour 
A Soul. leſs great, and that great Soul could dd 11 
Nothing ſo like the Heavn zen hence canes 
ca Form to dwell in. JJV 
. Gs A 


"nts, Soothing 8. 515 | 4 tos d. da A 


Delightful Fiattety f from him we lor e [Afi 
But what are theſe to my impatient Hopes? 


Ari. Vet wh erefore ſhould this mighty dabot? Wealth 


Be vainly plac'd before my wondting Eyes,, 
Since I mult ne er poſſeſs it, ſince my Hearty. 
Once giv'n, can can ne er return; can know'no Name 

But Echelinda,' only Er helinda ? lig | 601 
Fix d to its Choice, and obſfinately conſtant, l read?” 


It liſtens not to any other Call. 1 e . 


So rigid Hermits, that forſake the A" Ly 
Are deaf to Glory, Greatneſs, Pomps and Pledfures; 
Severe in Zeal, and inſolently pious 
They let attending Princes vainly wait, ic ago] 
Knock at their Cells, and lure em e 
Kodo. How is he form'd 2 with What prior oe, 
This Rival of my Love? What envious Gd. 
In ſcorn of Nature's wretched Works below: 
| Improv'd and made her more than Half Divine? 
How has he taught her Lips erde nee, | 
How dy'd her Bluthes withithe' Morning's Reg ©: // 
And cloath'd her with: the ane Bea unn . 
To make her thine beyond mes N 2211 
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Rods. : But then her Mind! ye Gos, which of you a all 
Could make that great, and fit to rival mine? 
What more than heavenly Fire informs the er 

Has ſhe a Soul can, dare beyond four Sen. 
Beyond ev'n Man himſelf, can b end! 5 
Can ſhe reſolve tu ber the ſecret Stings © 4/6) ©: 11 24. 
Of Shai and-conſeibus Prides diſtracting Rape, £ 
And ache deadiy Paige df Love deſpisds . 
Oh, no! ſhe cannot, Nature eatiaet bear it; 


. * 


1 
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And reign in all my Soul. e = 
This Antenne t m Renta al) 48 of 


Loet 554 celeſtial Headehme Gerca.im part, 
Such may ſhe be, my jealous Rage do, move, 1 
4 amn my ene Love. 


It ſinks ev'n me, the Torrent drives me down 
The native Greatneſs of ty Spirit fails, v5 rp 2. 
Thus melts; and thus runs guſhing thre“ my Eyes: 4 


The Floods of Sorrow drownu my dying Voice, 


And J can only call hee Oruel Arier ?: 
Ari. Oh thou, juſt Heav'n, if mortal Man * dare 
To look into thy great Decrees, thy bm GH 719 
Were it not better I had never been, 1 
Than thus to bring Aceton and » + +4 boo >H Ly | 


Rodo. But ſee} the a? crug] Prieſts — — 
Nor can I fave thee now. Thou haſt thy Wiſh; [Tv Atib: 
But what remains for me? My Heart beats AI 
And ſwells, impatient at the Tyrant's Sight. 
My Blood, e' er while at Ebb, now flows nein, * e 
And with new. Ragell burn. Since Love is, loſt, 

I 
Wt 


Come thon Reyenge ſucceed. thou to my Boſom, 


To this rare Pattern of-your forming Art; 


Such as you never tiade till mo. to Pre 


4. 3 — 5 — * NO "Hl 20 1 [Exit Rodoguyse. 


Enter at the other Door the Kin . be Ghards, , and 
nnn . Fen! Arten . NT One 8 

: Hit hop beth ught thee Jet, pe erkklous Bey! 

„ to fel der bee oh Theft? Conse N 


The Precipice'is 1 at a y reel 


T but à Moni b de Of ac ol, 


ber for ever in ar Darkneſs. 
F * C Somewhat 
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Somewhat like Nature has been buſi be.. 


Reftore-my Love, und be. 5 — Str eh” 
Ari. Rage, and the Violence of lawleſs Paſon,... 794 

Have blinded your clear Reaſon; wherefore elſe 

This frantick wild Demand 7 What! ſhould I yie, 


Give up my. Love, my Wife, my — 4 a 
To an inceſtuous Brothers dire Embrace? 0 
Oh Horror But, to bar the impious Thought, 8 


Know !—Heav'n and brave Ambroſs are her Guard : | 
Eier this, her Flight has rearh'd the Brizens N 
* found her Safety thefe. | 
ing. Fed to the Britons / 125 
Oh Tk accurſed Traitor ! hee 1 
Far as the early Day- ſpring in the Eaſt, Kal 414 
Or to the utmoſt Ocean, where the Sn . K N 12 
Deſcends to other Skies and Werlds unknown ;-o—Þ=» 
En thicker dn m Love take Wins and Elb, | 
Shall they with-hold heri—Firſt, de 
Their Iſland to the Center. But for thee, 19. 
Think ſt thou to awe me wich that Pantorn, Incot? 
Such empty Names may fright thy Coward Soul; 
know that mine diſdains em. Nad him fimit. 
| „ obrofic err gee 
1 wonotleſe another Thought hoy thee. [To Aribert. 
the Rites, and dye the hallow'd Steel | 
eep in his Chriſtian Blood. The Gods demand him... | 7 
Ari. Why, then, po more, But if we meet ein. T 
As, when the Day. of f great Account ſhall, come. 1. 
Perhaps we may, may. thou find Mercy there, Al 
More than boy * * . 1 n Fe 0 
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Ning, Farewel. To e him, ud end the 
1-7. Dreamer. / N d 01 


[The Prefs bind Auben, and U nies the cir, 


* While the flown Muſick 3 Js Playing, 

Enter d. | 

d Haſte, and break o your N Rites : 
The inſtant Dangers ſurnition you away; 

Deſtruction thitatens in our 868 Streets, 


- 


And the Gods call tq Arms. 


King. What means the Fear 
That trembles in thy pale, thy lah — 2 
Speak out, and cafe this Labour of thy Soul. 
Seef. Oh fly, my Lord; the Torrent grows pan w us, 
And While I ſpeak we're loſt. ierce qe comes; 
From ev'ry Part his crowding E enter, 1 
And this way waying bend. Wi idle A 
Your Sqfdicr cateleR Finds, aha hids em = 
Some join, but all refuſe to atm àgainſt ein; 


They call em ne Companions, and their car 


men. 
A choſen Band, led by the haugkty Princeſs, | © 
Imperious Rodogupte, move ſwiftly hither 858 = : 
To intercept. your N 5 to the Palace, RES 
That only Strength how then fly to ke 3 


King. Cutſt Glance! But haſte, Ward — Tur 
+ rn. > 7 | 
They ſha not har my in 


Stof. Sacred Sir. TE Soy 
Think. only « on your” Safety. For the Prince,” 2M 
Your Crown, but more your Love, a "thouſand Reaſons, 
All urge you to defer his Fate; ns. 27 210 


Or I could ſpesk em plain. 


King. The) n hear me, Fre. OO 1 Far ot 
L gire him to 1 Charge. : Senf. 


* 


64 The. NY ον,ỹů 
daS They come, my Lord.. f ut. 
- «King. Look to him well; for, by yon dreadful Altars, 
Thy: Life ſhalbpay*for his; if he ether. Mont wt 
Firſt kill him, plunge thy Poinard in Fs Boſom, 

And ſee thy King reveng'd. ct 


. e J It, r and Heer, * 


my Lox gase offi T 
e keep one Ry et of {Fn your ver wel C 
The King' is fled, and With your Dangers. ;.. 


Fate has reſerv'd you for. b io Joriqus Purpoſe; . 
And ſee, your Guardian Goddeſs comes to ſave you, 1 
To break your Bonds, ee you ever happy. 


Batz, Rodogune,: S 141. ; , and. orher ors, | 
Rede. Wellhave 1 5 eta Behold, ne lives, 
11 Y IL VI 1 


Ungrateful as he i Yy hne lives. 
Dol 1 5 5 ke us Haſte,” 1 Lr Aribert- 


Once more to preſs he 7 15 Lie upon 14875 
To offer, With an Mete $ eee, 


The nauſeous Benefit 3 you ſcorn d before ? by D r 


Ari. If I ref 1 bes 
Think it not Þ Ike il IN 7 
* Since Life and vou are are two of Hr PT. 
Yet both 175 be receiv! of”; 75 0 n Me 

Rede. However-liye——yes, I, will bid os ge. live... 


$3 +> nds, A 


No matter, what le 85 Fly far away, _. 1 
Forget me, blot my Name from,thy Remembrance, hon 
And think thou ow'ſt me nothing—— hat COONS * r 
Well was the Taſk, zeſerv'd for, me, But thus 


Look thx Chain —- Would [ could breakn my oy ma Cdſide, 


Enten an ber, 91 170 98 Le. 


” «a 7 
forth. © 


' officer. A Party of our Herſe, that late wei 


12, mark the Order Ann Camp- RH 
8 * | | 03445, T4 08 WM 1 Met 
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| Met in their courſe ſome Servants of he King; 
For ſo they call d themſelves, Ours judg d em Craitors 


The reſt, for fo your Princely: e eck. 


| — KL 


And would have ſeiz d, as flying to the Fe. 
After a ſharp Reſiſtance ſome eſcap dj. 


Without attend your Order. e N 
Wa, tei em nen, „ n 3% * 
A Woman , 


Enter Fthelinda, and 226 Rita} guarded, — 
Ethel, 1s there then an End of Sorrows! ! 
15 3 [Running to Aber 

Has then that cruel Sand chat long purſu d me, 2 
That vext me with her various Malice long, 
Been kind at laſt, and bleſt me to my With, _ 
Lodg'd me once more within thy faithful Arms! 
Ari. Oh my foreboditig Heart! Oh fatal Meeting f 
Ethel. Why droops my Loye, my Lord, my Aribert : 
Why doſt thou ſigh and preſs me? and oh ! wherefore; 
Wherefore theſe Tears hat ſain thy manly Viſage ?- - 
They told me Heav'n had ſtrove for thy Deliverance, 
Had rais'd thee up ſome kind, ſome great Preſerver, 
To fave thee from thy cruel Brother's Hand. 
Why therefore. do'ſt thou mourn, when thouartbleſt? 
Or does ſome new AMiction ous wee p Mp2 
Perhaps I am the Cauſe." Nn 
Nod. By all the Tortures, WE | 
The Pangs that rend my groaning Breaſt, tis hes! 


My curſt, my happy Rival. See the Syren, 


See how with eager Eyes he drinks her Toney 
Mark how he liſtens to her ſweet men 
She winds her ſelf about his eaſie Neun, 5.0 - 
And melts him with Rer ſoft omenen. Tongue." | 10 
Ethel. Wo lt thou not F lie * 
22 . ri. 
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Ari. Oh Rated 


P Canp? 5 


Is Lucius here ? Haſt thou a Brother here, 


To guard thy helpleſs — fom Wrong? 11 


Ethel. Have F not: thee? 
. Ari. Me !——what can 1 do for e 
For we are wretched bot. 
Rode. I'll doubt no more. | 
My jealous Heart confeſſes her its Foe, - 
And beats and riſes, eager to oppoſe her: 


Cad ng 1 
. 


Nor ſhall ſhe Triumph o'er me. No, ye Gods! s 


Nor 
If Iam doom d by you to be a Wretch,. 


She too ſhall ufer ih me Prince, you ſeem [Ts Arib- 


To know this. Pris' ner, whom the Saxon Chiefs 
Accuſe of flying to our Foes, the Britons, 


However, I will think more nobly of you. Le | 


Than to believe you.conſcious. of the erb 
ages grieve, if Juſtice dooms her to 
ke n Ber her 10 Dem. 


147 Th 


by what | | 
Uriknowns; villa Cimc he 1 dinded#... 415 


| Tele Guards 
8 Abs! to Deathl—What many" your? r 


To you fait Princeſs, ſince tis you that julge ne, 


Tho' now this Moment to = £0 n ; 
de 


To you I bend, to you I will e 
a And leam unf Crate fm on 
Ari. Learn it from me; 


Lam thy Crime, tis Aribert deſtroys thee:- wo 5 
Ethel: If thou att my Offence I've em d inderd. 


En to a vaſt and numberleſa Acchunt'; - 


For from the Time when IbchelS theefirſt, rite 


My Soul has not one Moment been withaut thee; © 
=, | a NT 


15 
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Still thou haſt been my Wiſh, my conſtant Thought, | 
Like Light, the daily Blefling of my Eyes, 
And the dear Dream of all my ener 
. Rodo, Oh the: diſtracting cg ante 
Ethel. Nor will you think it kr⸗ Rodogune, 
A. Cime to love, e Pe e s A 
In your fair Eyes I tead your native Poodnes. 
Hap'ly ſome noble Youth ſhall in your Breaſt 
Kindle the pure, the gentle Flame, and prove 
As dear to you, 2 Aribert to me. 
Would it be juſt that you ſhould die for loving 7 
Think but on that, and I hall find your Pity ; ; 
For Pity ſure and Mercy dwell with-Love. 8 
Rodo. Be dumb for ever, let the Hand of Death 
Cloſe thy bewitching Eyes, and ſeal thy Lips, 
That thou mayſt look and talk no more Deluſion. | 
For oh! thy ev'ry Glance, each Sound thootsthro' 1 me; 
And kills my very Heart. Henee; bear her bende. 
My Peace is loſt for ever=—bur ſhe des ) 
Art Oh hold ! for 
Rodo, Wherefore do'ft hor tie my Garment ? * 
Thou that haſt ſet me on the Rack; com ſt tou 
To double all my Pains, and with new Tr, | 
Dreadful, to ſhake my agonizing Soul? mo 
Ar What fhalll fay to move hee? e 2 
Rado. Talk for ever, n 
Winds ſhall be ſtil}, wa Seas ger de dle 
The Din of babling Crowds, and peopled Bias) 
All ſhall be huſh'd as Death, while thou am ſpetking,. 
For there is Mlick in thy Voice. Yo 
Ari. Then hear me ; 
With gentleſt Patience, wih ne hear me, 
Thus while I fall before hors grafp thee thus, 
St Thus; 
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Than all they knew 
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| Then Real (uerr 
Thus, » With a bleeding n i 
Implore thee. for my Ethelinga's. Life. - 422 
Rode, Tho thou wert dearer tomy dann . 
beſides, tho! I could hear thee 
paſt away ; yet, by the Reds: nf 


While: Ages 


If ſuch there are, Whouuld oer Loveꝛand Jealouſis, 


And ſwell our heaving Breaſts with mortal Ta 
I ſwear” the dies, iny hated Rival dies. 

Ari. Then I have only one Requeſt to 9 
Which ſha ' not be deny d; to ſhare one ee. tab 2 
And die With her T love, et 1 F en is: 

Nodo. Ungrateful Wretc hl! 

Yet I Wh. , wk: thy Lite: my cue 

Ari. No more: 

Now I ſcorn Life indeed. Tho vou had arr. 

2 than the great Creator's bounteous Hand 
Beſtow d on all his various Works together = 81 4 

Tho, all, Ambition aſks, the kindly Furpie, þ 

Glory, and Wealth, and Pow:r, were Yours - ane 

Tho length of Days, and Health were in your Hand, 

And all were to be mine, yet I would . 4 

To turn the Gift with Indignation back, 

And rather fold my Ethelinda thus, 

And ſleep for ever with, her in the Grave. | 

Redo. Then take thy Wiſh, and let both dig together 
Yes, I will tear thee out from my. FORO Is. 5 
And be at Eaſe for ever. alt ob rn: If 
Ethel. Oh my Love! 

What can I pay thee back for all this Trath 3; itt 
What? but, like thee; to triumph in my Fate, me 
And think it more than Life to die with thee: OY | 
FHaſte then, ye Virgins; break the tender Turf. 42 
Aol let your chaſtex Hands prepare the Bedi 
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EN * 


a7 Wher | 


. 


Tur No Cb ee > 
Where my —— Lord and I muſt reſt together : ; 


Then let irtle anchthe Roſ - AY : 
For 'tis my 7 *ond better Bridal * 


On my cold Boſom let his Bead be hd; , 


And look that none diſturb us: 2 60 
Till the laſt. T und break our tongeSle ö 
And call us up * fs he Bh. P, 


| Rigs. Hence wo en, take em, drive em fem my 
" Sight; | 

The fatal Pair. Eau. Aribert and nein. guarded, 
That Look ſhall be my laſt, _ 

I feel my Soul impatient of its Bondage, 

Diſdaining this ufiwarthy, idle „„ 

And ſtruggling to be free. Now, no it ber. 

It tow'rs upon the Wing to Crowns and Empire ; 

While Love and Aribert, thoſe' meaner Names, by A 
Are left far, far behind, and loſt for ever. Re, 


So if by chance the Eagle's noble Off. ſpring, 


Ta' en in the Neſt, becomes ſome Peaſant's Prize, | 


# © ©. 


But when his Plumes ſhoot. forth, = Pinions fell, 79 
He quits the Ruſtick, and his homely Cell. 
Breaks from his Bonds, and in the face of Day. 
Full in the Sun's bright Beams he ſoars away; "A 

a8 thro” Heay'n's wide J mm to 80, 


va 4 \ ty 24 1 * 
1 --ins - ty Kone and ane endants. 
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A cr v. SCENE. 1 
SCENE "Te PALACE. 
Euter the King and Seofrid. 

+ King: _ will Tow the ford OR no Ty : 


more purſue the flying Fantom, Glory; 


But hy me down, and reſt in ſullen Peace; 
Secure of all Events to come, and careleſs 

If the Gods guide the World by Fate, or Fortune. 
Let em take back the worthleſs Crown they gave, | 


Since chey refuſe their better Bleſſings to me. 


Sceof. If not to Glory, yet awake to Love: 
And tho regardleſs of your Royal State, 
Yet live for Ethelinda, live to fave her, 
Doom'd by the cruel Rodogune to die. 
Helplefs and defolate methinks ſhe ſtands, 
And calls you to her ic. | 
King. What! doom'd to die! 5 
Shall thoſe dear glowing Beauties then grow cold, 
Pale, ſtiff, and cold? nor ſhall I fold her once? 
Shall ſhe not pant beneath my ſtrong Embrace, 
| Swell to Defire, and meet my furious Joy? _ 


Shall ſhe not breathe, and look, and ſigh, and AG 


Tin I am loft for ever, funk in Extafies, © 
nd bury'd in ten thouſand thouſand Sweets? 
at! ſhall ſhe die? No, by the God of Arms, 
NO I will once more rouſe me to the Was, 
nd ſnatch her from her Fate. 

| Seof. Then hear the Means. | 


- 


* 3 * 
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By which the Gods preferye'your'Crown . 
oſwald, of all our Sa Chiefs the firſt, © 


And neareſt to your Brothers Heart, had . 
The choſen, Strength of all the Bririſb Youth, 
Under the leading of the gallant Zacing, _ 


To fave the Prince from your impending "EV 
By ſecret Marches they are near advanc d, 


And meant this Night to make weir bold aer. 
King. How favours this my FADED 
" Seof. Thus, my Lord. . hd 
J have prevail'd their Force ſhall join wh an 
Thoſe faithful Saxons who are ſtill your Subjects. 
Your Foes, fierce Offa and his haughty Siſter, 
Secure and inſolent with new. Succeſs, © _ 
Deſpiſe- your Numbers, and inferior Strength, 1 
And may this Night with caſe become your os 
Oſwald attends without to learn your Pleaſure, - 
And bear it to the valiant Britiſh Chiefs. 
King. The Britons / Gods ! che Nation which'] 
hate. 1 
That Oſwald too — Traitor ill has: been 
Avow'd the Slave of Aribert, his Creature, 


His Boſom, fawning Paraſite No matter; 


They ſerve the preſent Purpoſe of my Heart. 
And I wilkbuſe em now. Taught by thy Arts, 
I will look kindiy on the Wretch I loath, 
And ſmile on him I deſtine to e 
Bid him approach. * 
1 T Bae Seoftta, ad Re-enter po 
Seb. The Valiant Oſwald, Sir. 


King. Your Friend bas n at _— penn bold Des 


in, 


| Worthy: your Courage, and your Pee! Friend. ok 
And 
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»* The Roca 
And howſbe'et the medling{Hand-of Chance! 
Has ſown the unlucky Seeds of Strife between us, 


Yet I have ſtill a Brothet's Part in Aribert. y 
Nor ſhall my Hand: below to lead you on, N 
Till we have driven theſe haughty Inmates forth,” | G 
And independent fix d that Sbv'reign Right, A 
Which our brave Fathers fought to gain in Britain | 
oſw. With honourable Purpoſe are we . bn. WT 
With friendly Greeting from the Britons King, + | A 
And the fair Offer of an equal Peace. '' 7! * St 
This only he demands; ſend back the Troops 1 
Which late arriv'd with Offa, now your Foe _ A 
I! As well as his; and ſet your Princely Brother. G: 
Wich the Fair Etbelinda, fafe and fre. Li 
®F Theſe juſt Conditions once confirm'd to Los, ei) - 
Ambroſius is the Friend of Royal Hengiſi. a * 
The Britons then ſhalt join their Arms with yours, | x; 
To drive out theſe unhoſpitable Gueſts, _ 2 
And leave you peaceful Lord of fruitful Kent, 2 
The firſt Poſſeſſion of your warlike Father. 85 
King. In friendly Part, take we his proffer d Love. W} 
Bear this our . to the gallant Lucius, p 
(Giving his Ring to Oſwald, Mi 
Our Bond and Pledge of peace, which in full Fe orm. | 2 
We will confirm, ſoon as the preſent Danger I Bu 
Is well remov'd, and better time allows. Loy 
Haſte thou to join our valiant Friends, the. Britons ; * Thi 
My faithful Seofrid ſhall ſoon attend you, 1 ] w; 
- With fall Inſtructions for your private March, - Anc 
And means of Entrance here with the "whole Order Reft 
In which we mean tattack the common Fo. And 


 Ofw.1 go, my Lord, and may the Gods befriend us. Ex. No 
; [ The King lodks after Oſwald, then turns and walks rwo | 
vdr three times haſtily croſs the Stage, © Seo. (5: 


The Royal Chavert. 73 
Seof. Ha ! whence this alen Start! f ¶LAſede.] That 
wrathful Frown, _ HN WELOA.. | 
Your Eyes fierce glancing, and your: changing Viſage,” | 
Now pale as Death, nom purpled o'er with hn 's 
Give me to know your Paſſions are at odds, 
And your whole Sbul is up in Arms within. 
King. Oh thou haſt read aright, haſt ſeen me well; 
To thee I have thrown” off that Mask I wore ; ' - 
And now the ſecret workings of my Brain, 
Stand all reveal d to thee. I tell thee, Seofrid, 
There never was a Medley of ſuch thinking. 
Ambition, Hatred, Miſchief and Revenge, 
Gather like Clouds on Clouds; and then anon, 
Love, like a golden Beam of Light, ſhoots thro", © 
Smiles on the Gloom, and my Heart bounds with bleu 
But tis no time for Talk. TO Siwald' fr, 
My Soldier and my Servant, often tryd; 
Bid him draw out a hundred choſen Horſe, 
And hold 'em ready by the Night's firſt Fall. 8 
Let em be all of Courage, well approv'd 3 "Os 
Such as dare follow whereſot'er 1 lead, 1 827 
Where · e er this Night, or Fate, or Love mall t bear me. 
Seco I haſten to obey you. But alas! | 
Might your old Man have leave to ſpeak his 5 
Ling. I read thy Care for me in all thoſe Fears 
But be not wiſe too much. Oſt thou haſt told me 
Love is a baſe, unmanly, whining Paſſion.” 
This Night I mean to prove it, and forſake . 42 
I was, tis true, the Slave of chis ſoft Folly, yr 
And waited at an awful, abject Diſtance, 426 * 
Reſtrain'd by idle Rules, which fcornful Beauty = 
And fullen Honour dictate ; but no more, oP! 
No! N our Gods, III ſuffer it no more, 


So 8 - mv wa , 5 
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See. Where will this Fury drive oy 

King. To my Heav'n, b 
To Ethelinda's Arms. This very — 
While the deluded Britons urge our Foes, - | 
And wreak my Vengeance on the Saxon. of... 97 
Amidſt the firft; Diſerder of the Fray, 


' *Twill not be hard to ſeize-the — . 


And, while the fighting Fools. contend in vain, I 
With all the Wings the. S Love anal. An A. 


To bear her far away. 
Seof. Ha !whither mean you 


To bend this ralh (I fear] this N 1 
King. Near where the Aadavay rolls her gentle Waves 


To meet the Thames in his Imperial Stream, 


Thou know f L have a Calle of ſuch Strength, 


As well may ſcorn the Menace of a Siege. 

Thither I mean to bear my lovely Prize, 

And, in Deſpight of all the envious World, 

There riot in her Arms. But break we off. 

Haſte to perform my Orders, and then follow, . - 
Aud ſhare i in al the Fortunes of thy views 3 Ling 


| | Manet Seoftid. 
Seaf Fools that we are l to vex the lab'ring Brain, 


And waſte decaying Nature thus with Thought: 47 


To keep the weary Spirits waking fall 5 _ 
To goad and drive em in eternal Rounds | 
Of reſtleſs wracking Care; tis all in; vain; @ - 


Blind Goddeſs Chanee ! hence forth I low thee. . oa | 
The Politicians of the World may talk, b 
May make a mighty Buſtle with their Foreſight, 

Their Schemes ne. Arts; at nm, is thy Slave. 


[Exit Seofrid. 
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SCENE change 15 ie lers 
Ene, Aridert an rue. 


5 


141 4 


Ethel. When adds ihe laſt of 3 Hayens Sorrom, | 
Flies faſt, and haſtens to fulfil its Courſe; 
When the bleſt Hour of Death at length is near, 
Why doſt thou mourn ? when that good time is come, 5 
When we ſhall weep no more, but live for ever: 
In that dear Place, where no Misfortunes come: 
Where Ape; and Wint, and Sickneſs are not known, 
And where this wicked World hall ceaſe nom troubling; 
When thick deſtending Angels croud the Ritt. 
And wait with Crowns of Glory to reward us; 
Why art thou ſad; my Love, my Lord, my Aribert? 
Ari. It comes, indeed, the cruel Moment comes, 
That muſt divide our frithful Loves for ever. 
A few ſhort Minutes more, and both ſhall periſn, 
Sink to the Place where all things are forgotten. 
Our Youth and fair Affections ſhall be barren; 
Shall know no Joys, which other Lovers. know, 
Shall leave no Name behind us, no Poſterity, 
Only the ſad Remembrance of our Woes, . 
To draw a Tear from each who reads our Story. 
And doſt thou ask me wherefore I am fad 2 - 
Ethel. Tis hard indeed, tis very hard to part. 
Tho' my Heart grieves to want its Heav'n ſo ons. 
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Pants for its Bliſs, and fickens with Delay ; | 1 
Yet I could be content to live for thee. - , | 1 
Yes, I will own thy Image ſtands before me, 1 
And intercepts my Journey to che Stars, FE = 


| Gab back the fervent Breathings of my Soul 1 
: 8 To. A 


_— 


To Earth and thee; with longing Looks I turn, 


Forget my Flight, and linger here below. 
Ari. Is it decreed; by Heav'ns Eternal Wil, 
That none ſhall paſs the golden Gates above ; 
But thoſe who' ſorrow here? Muſt we be wretched 2? 
Muſt we be drown'd.in many Floods of Tears, 57 
To walk: our deep, our inborn Stains away, 
Or never ſee the Saints, and taſte their Joys? 
Ethel. The great o er- ruling Author of our Beings, 
Deals with his Creature Man in various Ways, | 
Gracious and good in all; ſome feel the Rod, 
And own, like us, the Father's chaſt ning Hand. 
Sev'n times, like Gold, they paſs the purging Flame, 4 
And are at laſt reſin d; While gently ſone 
Tread all the Paths of Life without a Rb. 
With Honour, Health, with Friends and Fleneyb dei d, 


Their Years roul round in Innocence and Eaſe. 


Hoary at length, and in a good oid Age, 
They go declining to the Grave in Peace, 
And change their Pleaſures here for Joys above. 
Ari. To have ſo many Bleſſings heap'd upon ne, ; 


Tranſcends my Wiſh. | I ask d but only thee. 
Sive me, I ſaid, but Life and Ethelinda; 


+ 


Let us but run the common Courſe together, £3: 
Grow kindly old in one another's Arms, | agen 


And take us to thy Mercy then, good Heay' n. 9 
But Heav'n thought that too much. 1 b Na At -. 
Ethel; If our dear Hopes, DAE 5200 ee! 8 

If what we value moſt on Earth, uch 3 


Are blaſted thus by Death's untimely Hand ; a 
If nothing good remains for us below, in. 
So much the rather let us turn our e 
To ſeek 0 2 the mary our better Portion; 55 
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| That won@rous Blifs which Heav'n ſerves in lore, 
Well to reward us for our Loſſes here 

That Bliſs which Heavn, and only Heav'n can give, 
Which ſhall be more to thee than Ethelmda, 
And more to me Oh vaſt Exceſs of Happineſs 
Where _— my AGEL room for more than — 


Rodo.' , wkile ſhe Hves, Bil I am doom. d to falfer; 
Why am I cruel to my ſelf No more— 
To fooliſh Pity——How ſecure of Conqueſt - 
The ſoft Enchantreſs looks! but be at Peace; 

Beat not, my Heart, for the ſhall fall thy Victim. 
Appear; ye Priefts, ye dreadful holy Men; * 
Te Miniſters of the Gods Wrath and mine, 
Appeat and ſeize your Sacrifice, chis Chriſtian. 
Bear her to Death, and let her Blood atone 
For all the Miſchiefs of her Eyes and Tongue. 


The SCENE Hom. and diſcovers the iner 
Part of the Temple. A Fire is prepar'd on 

one ef the Altars, near it are plac d a Rack, 

Knives, Axes, and other Infiruments of 7 


ture; ſeveral Priefts hace as for 4 Sa- | 


erifice. N 


| Ari. See where Death com. any in al ts Ter- 
N ror; : 1 


| The Rack, conſuming Flames, ak 3 Steel. 
| Your cruel Triumph had not been compleat, 


Without this Pomp of Horror. Come, begin: 
Tear off *r Robes, and bind me to the Rack ; 


5 Stretch 


e 1 1 
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Stretch out my. corded. Sinews till they burſt , 

And let your Knives drink deep the flowing Blood. I 

You ſhall behold how a Prince ought to: ee 16 7 

And what a+Chriſtian. dares. to ſuffer,,,, ../;i11 11, 1 
* Guards Jrizs e ang. Ethelinds 

0 eee CC 

| The Prince's Fate is yet deferr d: The Woman 

Is firſt ordain'd to ſuffer. E er ſhe fall | 

A Victim to our Gods, the ow Farsi to em. 


Or prove the Torture. Soo; lat | 18 Teas 
Ethel, I diſdain thoſe. Gods. eee, e ee 
Offic. Bind her ſtrait, and. bear her to. the Rack, 34 
Ari. What her — Oh mercileſs i 185 l 


Ethel. Oh, May, Me: conmrme Lore! e 
| go, 73s N | 3 40 21931 111 12M 2 * 
To prove the bitter Pains of Death Ss e 
And lead thee: on in the triumphant May. ©... 


Ari. And can my Eyes endure it! to behold | __-. 


Thy tender Body torn ? theſe dear, fot Arins, 
That oft. have wreath'd their 9050 E 
Diſtorted, bd and en with Trending eb AM 


bs. 2-4 


ne, 
F . 
7 * 
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| Rods. And W mad * find no other Name e 
Thy Love oh fatal, curſt, diſtracting Sound! : 
No, I will fteel my Heart againſt thy Pray'r,** 
And whiſper to my ſelf with ſullen Pleaſure, 4 
The Gods àre juſt at length, and thou flak feel 
Pains, ſuch as I have known. 3 490? 
Ari. Let me but die, 811 4 ie! if d 
Cut off this hated: Object from your Sight — 
| Rods, OTE know that I a PO deny, SM 

And 
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And make thee mourn my Coldneſ and Diſdain. 5 

No more! TI hear no more. e & 
Ari. They bind her! ſee! - bet. 

fee with rude Cords they ftrain her — Le, 

Till the red Drops ſtart from their ſwelling * 

And with freſh Crimſon paint her dying Paleneſs. 

Oh all ye Hoſt of Heav'n ! ye Saints and Angels! 
Ethel. Oh ſtay thy To" F 1 mourn no more * 

ez zin! : 

Nor fear the Weakneks of By: Wanin's Soul, 

For I am arm'd, and equal to the Combat. | 

In vain they laviſh all their cruel Arts 1 

And bind this feeble Body here in vainn I 

The free, impaſſive Soul mounts on the Wing, 1 

Beyond the reach of Racks, and tort' ring Flames, 5 

And ſcorns fheir Tyranny Oh follow thou * hone 

Be conſtant to the laft, be fd, my Aribert. 

Tis but a ſtiort} ſhort Paſſage to the Stats,” - I? 

Oh follow thou! Nor let me want thee long, 

And uch the bliſsful Rogiogs roung | in Vain. 


tanks Sk 1 1 Officer. 303.9 5 = 3.971 

offic Arts; Royal Maid, and take fo your Defence, 1 
The King with fadden Fury fallies forth, ” 
And drives our utmoſt” Guards with-fout Confuftn. N 5 Þ 
Rodo. The er What Frenzy, brings the Madman A 
on 5 - 
Thus headlong to bis Fate But let bim come, | 
His Death ſhall fil my an Wealth and Io. 
r er wy 1). — 
The nableſt; belt Reward, hall wait the Plan, 2 
Whoſe ee hall run re Re, as 77 -M 
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„l d ben abe V worry lt 238 7: 0 
Euter 4 ſecond: Officers ward\diawn. 
Second Offic. Hengiſt is here; he 1 a be 
Ke lim: w nn od h Ter 99? 
The Brirens dee have hond hen Arms t6 h, 
And this. way bend their Force. ce) 4 
Roda, pay OP Vvother, kn hey ann. 
(Shout — and claſhing of Swords 
" xing within] Slave, give ine ways» 
Or I will tear th So 1725 bit rr 
Sold. within.] You paſs not here. as 
Scaf. wit hin.] —— not the King — 
oh curſed ves: 


Enter the King ids BY JOE Obeadd ad Soldiers, 
with their Swords draws, Oſwald rant to Aribert. 
Seef. Perdition on his Hand you bleed; my Lord! 


King. My: Blood . _ can I eee 
now! 


So near my Wk Lond me hy * old Seofrid, 
To bear me to her Ha baund to the 7 8 
NMercileß Doge moſt pernicious Slaves 1 
And ſtand ye ſtupid, haggard and, amar d- ETC) 
Fly ſwift, as Thought, and ſet her fie this Moment, | 
Or by my injur d Love, 2 Name more facred . 
n all your Function knows, your Gods and you, 
| Your Temples, Altars, and your painted Shrines, - 
nba ape ſhall blaze together. 
| „ [They unbind Extelinda. 
Rodo. "Tis vain to rave and curſe my Fortune now. 
Thou native Greatntſs of my Soul beftiend 4, 0 
We e ee FO 


. King. 
— , 0 ” * 


* 


Call back your Thoughts to all your N 7 


Have done their worſt, and blaſted all my Hopes; 


Take zit, es went f del ws. 26 f. 
But Ethelinda, ſhe too ſhall be thine: n 
dae Hatz 19 batow bas A wc 189165 1d 


Hr en | . That 


"King. The feeble . of Lite ſhall lend its Blaze, 
To Ight UG Es far—only—and no farther. 


+, | [Falling at Ethelind?'s Feet. 


vet I wol üb, and gaze on thoſe bright Eyes, . 

As if I hop'd to gather Heat from thence,” + © — 

Such as might feed the vital' Flame for ever.. N 
Ethel. Alas We 4 Your haſty” Breath, (comes 
bort, 

And the red Stream runs -uſhing fronk your Breaft: 

Call back your Thoughts from each deluding Paſſion \ 

And wing your parting Soul for her laſt Flight: 


To ev'ry unrepented Act of Evil 

And ſadly deprecate the Wrath Divine 
King. Oh !' my fair Teacher, you ariſe. in rain: 

The Gods and I have done with one another. 


This Night I meant to rival them in Happineſs. 7 


Spight of my Brother, and thy crue} Coldneſs, 
This Night I meant t have paſt ne ey Arms. 
Ethel. Ohl Horror! 245.6 
King. But tis gone: Thoſe rden Gods * 
They have deſpoil d me of my Crown and Life, 
By a Slave's Hand - but I forgive em that. 
Thee they have robb d me of my Joys in the 
Have trod me down to wither in 1 een tba 71 
Segf. My Maſter, and my King oh T 
King. Old Man, no more: r 


1 have not leiſure for thy Grief— Furewel— _ 


Thou, Aribert-—ſhalt live, and wear my om ; 


A 


2 N 5 = 
- een r, N. eee eee 


4 Uh The. 
That——that's too- muck, This Worl has nothing 
MES... 
80 good to gire—the next may have—1 know no 
| TIS N . | The. King dies. 
0 vi. 1 fled the 33 untam 545 \Aiſdainful Soul 
Turn thee from Death, and riſe, my gentle Love; 
A Day of Comfort. ſeems to dawn upon W. 
And Heayv'n at length is gracious to our Wiſhes. 
Ethel. So numberleſs have been my daily Fears, . 
And ſuch the Terrots of my ſleepleſs Nights, | 
That ſtill, methinks, I doubt t uncertain e r 
Tho. at the Muſick of thy Voice, I n 
My Soul is huſht, it finks into a Calm, 
And takes ſure Omen of its Peace from ber 
Ofw. To end Your 3 your 8 tas deve 
Lucius, - © {To I. 
Will ſoon be here: Ev'n now he lende me Word, 
Fierce Od and his Saru fly before him 
The conqu ring Britons fence you round from Danger 
And Peace and Safety wait upon you Loves. 
Ari. Nor 2 Princes , een 


Sill Gall my grateful Heart remin your Goodnth, 
And ſtill be mindful of the Life you gave. 

Nor wan you think yoar l ere :. 
Whene er you thall appoint, a Guard attends,” - 

To wait you to your Brother's Cimp with Wader 
Bodo. Yes, I will go; fy; "Fas Earth eim bear me. 
From thee, unc Kom the Fact of Maii for ever. 
Eurſt be your Sex} the Cauſe of al dur Sorrows; 
8 Curſt be your Leon your Tongues, and your fu 

Arts, £3 


INTER +, \ lie. 


5 That cheat our Eyes, and wound our cafie Hearts; 
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Curſt may you'be for all the Pains you give, 
And for the ſeanty Pleafares we receive; © 
Curſt be your brutal Pow'r, your tyrant wow 
By which you bend, and force us to obey. 
Oh Nature ! partial Goddeſz, let thy Hand 


Be juſt for once, and equal the Command; an, 4 85 tf 


Let Woman once be Miftreſs in her turn 
Subdue Mankind beneath her haughry: Scoon; © 
And ſmile to ſec a proud Oer moun. 
Exit Rodogune. 
ofw. The Winds ſhall ſcatter all thoſe idle Curſes 
Far, far away from you, while ev'ry Bleſſing 
Attends to crown you. From your happy Naptials, © 
From Royal Aribert, of Saxon Race, 
Join d to the Faireſt of the Britsſh Dames, | 
Methinks I read the Peoples future Happineſs; 
And Britain takes its Pledge of Peace from you. 
Ethel. Nor are thoſe pious Hopes of Peace in vain; 
Since I have often heard a holy Sage, 
A venerable, old, and Saint-like Hermit, 
With Viſions often bleſt, and oft in Thought 
Rapt to the higheſt, brighteſt Seats above, 
Thus, with Divine, Prophetick Knowledge fill'd, 
Diſcloſe the Wende dr thi Funes. to come. 
Of Royal Race 4 * Queen al riſe, 
FB Torranave ant Wie; 
1 _ e extend nn 
| A de Fimes z N rand 
ty Ta and Mall bleed, 
And groaning eren rer N be freed. 
But chief this happy Land her Care ſhall prove, 
le And find from her a more than Mother's Love. 
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= | The Royal Convert. 
From Hoſtile Rage ſhe. ſhall preſerve it free, 
_ Safe in the Compaſs. of her ambient Sea DO 
Tho' fam'd her Arms i in many a cruel Fight, 
Yet moſt in peaceful Arts ſhe ſhall lights. x: 
And her chief Glory ſhall be to Units. - 1 | 
Picts, Saxons, Angler, ſhall no more, be FR ng 15 
But Briton be the noble Name alone. 1 7: £1 
With Joy their antient Hate they-ſhall forego, 
| While Diſcord hides her baleful Head below ;' | OA 
Mercy, and Truth, and Right- ſhe ſhall maintain, 
And ev'ry Virtue croud to grace her Rein: 
Auſpicious Heay'n on all her Days ſhall ſmile, _ 
And, n Eternal Union bleſs her Britiſh Ile,. 


— r I Exeunt. 


_ Thi, + End 25 the Fi jth, 48. 


